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F Tragick Poetry be, as Mr. Dryden 
I has fome where faid, the то 

excellent and moft ufeful Kind of 
Writing, the more extenfively ufeful 
the Moral of any Iragedy is, the more 
‚excellent that Piece шой be of its 
Kind. A 
1 А 2 1 
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I hope I fhall not be thought to in- 
finuate that this, to which I have pre- 
famed to prefix | your Name, is fuch ; 
that depends on its Fitnefs to anfwer 
the End of Tragedy, the exciting of 
the Paffions, in order to the correcting 
fuch of them as are criminal, either 
in ther Nature, or through their 
Prek. Whgtl WT, ‚the following Scenes 
do.this in any «tolerable - Degree, is, 
with the Deference,, that becomes one 
who/weú'd ‘ot cbe: thought ‘vain, fub- 
initted; to гуд; ies ands impartial 
Judgment... жу: 

What I woud. infer is pigs I think, 
evident Truth ; that Tragedy is fo йг 
from lofing its Dignity, by being ac- 
commodated to the Circumftances of the 
Generality of. Mankind, thatit is more 
truly auguft in Proportion to the Ex- 
tent of its: “Influence, and the Numbers 
thatiare properly afle&ted byit. As it 
is more trulyügreat: to: be’ the. Inftru- 
méntiof: Gaod: to: many) who ftand iin 
a of'our Affitance, than to.a very 

hall Part of that Number. 
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Th DEDICATION 
Tf Princes, 9%. Were! alone’ mon М 
Misfortunts;- arifing “from "Vice, "or 
Weaknefs in’ themtélves,. Of: others, (нед 
wou'd be” good Réàfori for’ ‘conhtiing 
the Characters in. Tragedy to thofe of 
fuperior. Rank; but, finde the contra ary 
is evident, nothing" dan be more’ гея: 
fonable than to proportion | the Remedy 
to the Difeafe. -~ 
I am far from denying ‘that Tiage- 
dies, founded on any inftructive and 
extraordinary Events in Hiffory, or. 2 
well-invented Fable, where the Perfons 
introduced are of the higheft Rank, ' are 
without their Ufe, even to the ВК k of 
the “Audience. The ftrong Contraft 
between à Tamerláne ‘and: 2 Bajazet, 
may have its Weight with an urifteady 
People, and ‘contribute to the ‘fixing of 
them in the Intereft of a “Prince of the 
Charadter of the former, when, thro' 
their own Levity, or the Arts of defign- 
ing Men, ‘they are render'd fa&ious and 
uneafy, ' tho’ they have the higheft 
Reafon to be fatished. The Sentiments 
and Example of a Cate, may infpire his 
` Spe&ators with a juft Senfe of the Value 
Ag of 
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of Liberty, when they . fee that honeft 
Patriot prefer Death to an Obligation - 
from a Tyrant, who wou'd. facrifice the 
Conftitution of his Country, and the 
Liberties of Mankind, to his Ambition 
or Revenge. Ihave attempted, indeed, 
to enlarge the Province of the graver 
Kind of Poetry, and fhould be glad to 
fee it carried оп by fome.abler Hand. 
Plays, founded оп. moral Tales in pri- 
vate Life, may be of admirable Ufe, 
by carrying Conviétion to the Mind, 
with fuch irrefiftable Force, as to en- 
gage all the Faculties and Powers of the 
Soul in the Caufe of Virtue, by ftifling 
Vice in its firft Principles. “They who 
imagine this to be too much to be 
attributed to Tragedy, muft be Stran- 
gers to the Energy of that noble Spe- 
cies of Poetry. Shake/pear, who has 
given fuch amazing Proofs.of his Ge- 
nius, in that as well as in Comedy, 
in his Hamlet, has the. following 
Lines, : 


fat 
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Had be the Motive and the Caufe for Ра оп 
That I have; be wou’d drown the Stage with Tears 
And cleave'the general Ear with horrid Speech ; 
Make mad the Guilty, and appale the Free, 
Confound the Ignorant, and amaze indeed: 
The very Faculty of Eyes and Ears. | 


And farther, in the fame Speech, Р 


I've heard that guilty Creatures at a Play, ~ 
Have, by tbe very cunning of the Scene, 
Been fo truck to the Soul, that prefently 
They have proclaim'd their Malefaétions. 


Prodigious! yet ftriétly juft. But I 
fhan't take up your valuable Time with 
my Remarks; only give me Leave juft 
to obferve, that he feems fo firmly peta 
{waded of the Power of a well wrote 
Piece to produce the Effect here afcri- 
bed to it, as to make Hamlet venture 
his Soul on the Event, and rather truft 
that, than a Meffenger from the other 
World, tho’ it aflumed, as he exprefles 
it, his noble Father's Form, and af- 
fured him, that it was his Spirit. 
Pll have, {ays Hamlet, Grounds more _ 
relative, . TEE : al 
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The Play’s the Thing‏ ع 
EZ herein ri catch the Conon of the Kirg;‏ 


Such Playa are eie beft AWE to tech 
who deny the Lawfulnefs of the 
Stage. 

'Confidering the Novelty of this At- 
tempt, 1 thought it would be expected 
from me to fay fomething in its Ex- 
cufe; and І was unwilling to lofe 
the Opportunity of faying fomething of 
the Ufefulnefs of Tragedy in: general, 
and what may be reafonably expected - 
from the farther Improvement: of this 
excellent Kind of Poetry... 

Sir, 1 hope. you will not think I 
have faid too much of an Art, a mean 
Specimen of which I am. ambitious 
enough to recommend: to your Favour 
and Protection. А Mind, conícious of 
fuperior Worth, as much defpifes Plat- 
tery, as it is above it. Had 1 found in 
my. {elf an Inclination to fo contemptible 
a Vice, I fhould not. have. chofe: Sir 
Joux Evrzs for my Patron. And 
ince the Бей writ Pariegyrick, tho’ 

firictly 
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ftri&ly true, тий: place; you in а. 
Light, much inferior to that in’ which 
you have long been fix'd, by. the’ Love 
and Efteem of: your Fellow Citizens; 
whofe Choice об you for one of 
their: Reprefentatives in Parliament, 
has fufficiently declared- their: Senfe 
of your Merit Nor hath the 
Knowledge of your Worth been con- 
fined to the City. The Proprietors 
in the Soutb-Sea Company, in which 
are included Numbers of Perfons ; as 
confiderable for their Rank, Fortune, 
and Underftanding, as any in the 
Kingdom, gave the greateft Proof of 
their Confidence, in your Capacity and 
Probity, when they chofe you Sub- 
Governor of their Company, at a 
Time when their Affairs were in the 
utmoft Confufion, and their Properties 
in the greateft Danger. Nor is the 
Court infenfible of your Importance. 
I fhall not therefore attempt your 
Character, nor pretend to add any 
Thing to a Reputation fo well efta- 
Bulle, $ „а, 

"-— What- 
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Whatever: others may . ‘think of a 
Dedication, wherein there: is: fo much 
aid, of other Things, and. fo. little of 
the Perfon.to whom it. is .addrefs’d, 
1 have Reafon . to: believe that. you 
will. the more pofig pardon. it on 
chat vo Account, AT 


Тат, S TR, me 
Your moft obediens 


“humble Servant, 


GEORGE LILLO- 


PROLOGUE 
Spoke by Mr. CIBBER, Sun. 


THE: Tragick Mufe, fublime, delights to foow 
Princes diftreft, and Scenes of Royal Woe; 
In awful Pomp, Majeflick, to relate 
The Fall of Nations, or fome Heroe”s Fate: 
That Scepter’d Chiefs may by Example know 
The firange Vicifhtude of Things below: 
What Dangers on Security attends ^ + à 
How Pride and Cruelty in Ruin end:, . -— 
Hence Providence Supream to know; and own | 
Humanity adds Glory to a Throne, | 
In evry former Age, and Foreign Tongue, 
With Native Grandure thus tbe Goddefs fung. 
Upon our Stage indeed, with wif? d Succefs, 
Tou ve fometimes feen her in a bumbley Drefs ; 
Great only in Diftrefs. When fhe complains 
In Southern's, Rowe’s, or Otway’s moving Strains, 
The Brillant Drops, that fall from each bright Eye, 
The abfent Pomp, with brighter Fems, Supply. 
Forgive us then, if we attempt to fhow,- >- 
In artlefs Strains, a Tale of private Wie. 
A London Prentice ruin’d is our Theme, ~ e 
Drawn from the Јата old Song, that bears bis Name, . 
We hope your Таре is not fo high to [corn To Р 
A moral Tale, efleem’d е ет you were born; 
Which for a Century of rolling Years,.  .. 
Has а a thoufand-thoufand Eyes with Tears. 
If thoughtlefs Youth to warn, and fbame the Age 
From Vice деуи че, well becomes the Stage ;. 
df this Example Innocence fecure, 
Prevent our Guilt, or by Reflection cure ; 
Y Millwood’s dreadful Guilt, and fad Defpair, 
Commend the Virtue of the Good and Fair, 
Tho’ Art be wanting, and our Numbers fail, 
Indulge th Attempt in Fuflice to the Tale, 
La a Dramatis 
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ACT 1. S C E NE І 
A Room in Thorowgood’s Honfe. 


Thorowgood and Trueman. 


WIR, ‚the Packet from Genoa is ar- 
Sw rivd. [Gives Letters. 
М | Tho. Heav’n be praifed, the 
ND /% Storm that threaten’d our Royal 
^ Miftrefs, pure Religion, Liberty, 
and Laws, i is for a Time diverted; the haughty and 
revengeful Spaniard, difappointed of the Loan on 
which he depended from Genoa, muft now attend 
the flow return of Wealth. from his new World, to 
fupply his empty Coffers, e'er he can execute his pur- 
pos d Invafion of our happy Iland; by which means 
Time is gain'd to make fuch Preparations on our 
Part, as may, Heav'n concurring, prevent his Ma- 
lice, or turn the meditated, Mifchief on himfelf. 
He muft be infenfible indeed, who is not af- 
{едед when the Safety of his Country i is concern'd. 
pr may I know by what means——if 1 am too 
ol ست‎ 
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. Thor. Your Curiofity is laudable; and I gratify 
it with the greater Pleafure, becaufe from thence 
you may learn, how honeft Merchants, as fuch, 
may fometimes contribute to the Safety of their 
Country, as they do at all times to its Happinefs ; 
that if hereafter you fhould be tempted to any 
A&ion that has the Appearance of Vice or Mean- 
nefs -in it, upon refle&ing on the Dignity of our 
Profeffion, you may with, honeft Scorn reje& what-. 
ever is unworthy of it. . | 

r. Shou'd Barnwell, or I, who have the Benefit 
of your Example, by our ill Condu& bring any Im- 
putation on that honourable Name, we тий be left 
without excufe, | 

Thor. You complement, young Man. 

р (Trueman bows vefpetifully. 

Nay, I'm not offended. As the Name of Mer- 
chant never. degrades the Gentleman, fo by no 
means does it exclude him; only take heed not to: 
purchafe the Chara@er of Complaifant at the Ex- 
pence of your Sincerity. But to anfwer your 
Queftion, —-The Bank of Genoa had agreed, at ex- 
ceflive Intereft and on good Security, to advance 
the King of Spain a Sum of Money fufficient to 
equip his vaft Armado, of which our peerlefs 
Elizabeth (more than in Мате, фе Mother of her 
People) being well informed, fent Walfngham, her 
wife and faithful Secretary, to confult the Mer- 
chants of this loyal City, who all agreed to dire& ' 
their feveral Ágents to influence, if poffible, the 
Genoefa to break their Contra& with ‘the раю 
Court. “Tis done, the State and Bank of Genoa, 
having maturely weigh'd and rightly judged of their 
true Intereft, prefer the Friendfhip of the Mer- 
chants of London, to that of a Monarch, who proudly 
files himfelf King of both Zndies. 

Tr. Happy Succefs of prudent Councils. What 
an Expence of Blood and Treafure is here faved ? 
— Excellent Queen! CY how unlike to former - 

Princes, 
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Princes, who made the Danger of foreign Enemies 
a Pretence to opprefs their Subjeéts; by Taxes great 
and grievous to be born. 

. Thor. Not fo our gracious Queen, whofe richeft 
Exchequer is her Peoples Love, as their Нарріпеіѕ 
her greateft Glory. 

Tr. On thefe Terms to defend üs, is to make our 
Prote&ion a Benefit worthy her wlio ‘confers і it, and 
well worth our Ácceptance. 

. Tr, Sir, have you any Commands for me at this 
Time? 

Thor. Only to look carefully over the Files to fee 
whether there are any Trades-mens Bills unpaid ; 
and if there are, to fend and difcharge 'em. We 
muft not let Artificers lofe their Time, fo ufeful to 
the Publick and their Families, in unneceflary Át- 


tendance; ' — 
SCENE Ik 


Thorowgood and Maria. 


Th, Well, n have you given Orders for the En- 
tertainment? I would have it in forne meafure worthy 
the Guefts. Let there be plenty, and of the belt; 
that the Courtiers, tho' they fhould deny us Citizens 
Politenefs, may at leaft commend our Hofpitality. 

Ma. Sir, I have endeavoured not to wrong your 
well- known Generofity by an ill-tim "d Parfimony. 

r. Nay, twas a needlefs Caution, I have n9 
deste to doubt your Prudence. 

“Ma. Sir! I find my felf unfit for РА 
at prefent, I fhould but increafe the Number of the 
Company, without adding to their Satisfa@ion. 

Thor. Nay, my Child, this Melancholy muft not 
be indulged. 

Ma. Company will but increafe и. I wifh you 
| would difpenfe with my Abfence ; Solitude beft-fuits 


a prefent Temper, . и 
В 2 Thor: 
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Thor. You аге not infenfible that it is chiefly on. 
your Account thefe noble Lords do me the Honour. 
fo кеу to grace my Board; fhou'd you be ab- 
fent, the Difappointment may make them repent 
their Condefcenfion, and think their Labour fof. 

Ma. He that thall think his Time or Honour loft 
in: vifiting you, can fet no real Value on your 
Daughter's Company, whofe only Merit is. that, 
` fheis yours. The Man of Quality, who chufes to 
авзун with a Gentleman and Merchant of. your 
Worth and Charadter, may confer, Honour .by fo 
doing, but he lofes none. 

Thor. Come, come, Maria, І. ‚need. not tell: you 
that a young Gentleman. may prefer your Conver-. 
fation to. mine, yet intend me no Difrefpe& at alls. 
for tho’ he may lofe no Honour in my Company, “ts. 
VEM natural for him to expe& more Pleafure in 

ours. I remember the Time, ‘when the Company 
P the greateft and wifeft Man iu the Kingdom 

would have been infipid and tirefome to me, if it had 
deprived me of an Opportunity of enjoying your 
Mother's. 

Ma. Your's no doubt was as agrecable to her.; 
for generous Minds know no Pleafure in Society but 
Ww here” tis mutual. = 

Thor. Shou know’ft I have no ike no Child buc 
thee ; the Fruits of many Years fuccefsful Induftry | 
muft all be thine, now it would give me Pleafure great. 
as my Love, to fee on whom you would beftow it. I 
am daily folicited by Men of the greateft Rank and - 
Merit for leave to addrefs you; but I have hitherto 
declin'd it, in hopes that by Obfervation I fhou'd ° 
learn which way your Inclination tends; for as І know 
Eove to be effential to Happinefs in the Marriage 
State, I had rather my ара fhould confirm 
your Choice, than dire& it. : 

' Ma, What can 1 fay? How {һай Ianfwer, as I 
ought, this Tendernefs, fo uncommon, even in the 


"n 


рей ‘of Parents: But: you are without Example ; 
~ yct 
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yet had you been lefs indulgent, I had been mof 
wretched.  ThatI look on the Croud of Courtiers, 
that vifit here, with equal Efteem, but equal Indif- 
ference, you have obferved,; and.1 muft needs con- 
fefs; yet had you aflerted your Authority, and in- 
fifted on a Parents Right to be obey'd, I had fub- 
mitted, and to my Duty tacrificed my Peace. . | 

Thor. From your perfect Obedience in every other 
Inftance, I fear'd as much; and therefore wou'd 
leave you without a Byafs in an Attair wherein your 
Happinefs is fo immediately concern'd. 

Ma. Whether from a Want of that Juft Ambition 
that won’d become your Daughter, or from fome 
other Саше I kacw not; but, I find high Birth aad 
Titles don't recommend the Man, who owns them, 
to my Affedtions. | 

Thor. I wou'd not that they fhou'd, unlefs his 
Merit recommends him more. A noble Birth and 
Fortune, tho' they make not a bad Man good, yet 
they are a real Advantage to a worthy one, and 
place his Virtues in the faireft Light. 

Ma. 1 cannot anfwer for my Inclinations, but 
they fhall ever be fubmitted to your Wifdom and 
Authority; and as you will not compel me to marry 
where I cannot love, fo Love {hall never make me 
a& contrary to my Duty. -Sir, have I your Per- 
mifhon to retire, 

Thor. Vil fee you to your Chamber. 


SCENE Ш. 4 Room in Millwood’s Houfe. 
Millwood. Lucy Waiting. | 


Mil. How do 1 look to Day, Lucy ? ч 

Lucy. O, killingly, Madam!—~ A little more 
Red, and you'll’be irrefiftible ! — But why-this more 
‘than ordinary Care of your Drefs and Complexion ? 
"What new Conqueft are you aiming at? А 

Mill. A Conqueft; тоша be new indeed ! _ 


^ 
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Lucy. Not to you, who make "em every Day, — 
` but to me. — Well! "dis what I'm never to expect, 
-— unfortunate as I am :- "But your Wit and 
Beauty —— и 

fill. Firft made me а Wretch, апа Rill continue 
me fo.— Men, however generous or fincere to one 
another, are all felfifh Нуросгісеѕ in their Affairs 
with us. We are no otherwife efteemed or regarded 
by them, but as we contribute to their Satisfaétion. . 

Lucy. You are certainly, Madam, on the wrong 
Side in this Argument: Is not the Expence all theirs? 
And I am fure it is our own Fault if we liav'n't our 
Share of the Pleafure. 

Mil. We are but Slaves to Men. . | 

Lucy. Nay, tis they that are Slaves той cer- 
tainly ; for we lay them under Contribution. 

Mill. Slaves have no Property; no, not even in 
themfelves.—— All is the Vidors. 

Lucy, You are firangely arbitrary in your Prin- 
eiples, Madam. D É о Ж 

Mil. I would have my Conquefts compleat, like 
thofe of the Spaniards in the New World ; who firft 
plunder'd the Natives of all the Wealth they had, 
and then condemn'd the Wretches to the Mines for 
Life, to work for more. `. 

Lucy. Well, I Һа never approve of your Scheme 
of Government: I fhould think it much more poli- 
tick, as well. as juĝ, to find my 'Subjeéts ‘ап еайег 
Imployment. ..,. o i NIS 

Mil. Its a general Maxim among the knowing 
Parr of Mankind, that a Woman without Virtue, like 
' a Man without Honour er Honefty, is capable of 
any Aion, tho’ never fo vile: And yet what Pains 
will they not take; what Arts not ufe, to feduce us 
from our Innocence, and make us contemptible and 
wicked, even in their: own Opinions? Then is it 
not јай, the Villains, to their Сой, оша find us 
fo. —— But Guilt makes them fufpicious, and keeps 
them on their Guard ; therefore we can take Advan- 
"и | 4s м мат 5 Hago. 
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tage only of the young and innocent Part of the - 
Sex, who having never injured Women, apprehend 
no Injury from them. ` 

Lucy. Ay, they muft be young indeed. 

Mill. Such a one, Ithink, I have found.—— As 
Ive paffed thro’ the City, I have often obferv’d him 
receiving and paying confiderable Sums of Money ; 
from thence I conclude he is employ'd in Affairs of 
Confequence. —— 

Lucy. lshehandfome?, | 

Mill. Ау, ay, the Stripling is well made. 

Lucy. About 

Mil, Eighten—- “` 

Lucy. Innocent, Handíome, and about Eighteen. 
— Youll be vaftly happy.—-Why, if you manage 
well, you may keep him to your felf thefe two or 
three Years. 

Mil, 1£ I manage well, I fhall have done with 
him much fooner, having long had a Defign on him ; 
and meeting him Yefterday, I made a full Stop, and 
gazing wifhfully on his Face, ask'd him his Name: 
He blufh’d, and bowing very low, anfwer'd, George 
Barnwell. 1 beg'd his Pardon for the Freedom I 
had taken, and told him, that he was the Perfon I 
had long wifh’d to fee, andto whom I had an Affair 
of Importance to communicate, at a proper Time 
and Place. He named a Tavern; I talk’d of Ho- · 
nour and Reputation, and invited him to my Houfe : 
He fwallow'd the Bait, promis'd to come, and this 
is the Time I expe& him, [knocking at the Door.] 
Some Body knocks, d'ye hear ; I ат at Home 
to no Body to Day, but him. —= | 


"SCENE IV. 
| Millwood. . 
Mill. Lefs Affairs mutt give Way to thofe of 


mere Confequence; and I am ftrangely miftaken if 
-—— тч = this 
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this does not prove of great Importance to mé and 
him too, before I have done with him. Now, 
after what Manner fhall I receive him? Let me 
confider——- what manner of Perfon am I to receive? 
——- He is young, innocent, and’ bafhful; therefore 
I muft take Care not to fhock him at firft. — But 
then, if Ihave any Skill in Phifio nomy, he-is amo- 
yous, and, with a little Affiftance, will foon get the 
better of his Modefty, — Vil truft to Nature, who. 
does Wonders i in thefe Matters.— If to feem 
what one is not, in orderto bethe better liked for 
wbat one really is; if to fpeak one thing, and mean 
the dire& contrary, be Art.in a Woman, I know 
nothing of Nature; A à 


SC ENE Vv. 


To her, Barnwell bowing very low, Lucy at a Diflance. 


Mill, Sir! the Surprize and Joy | aa 
Bara. Madam. mmm à 
Mil. "This is fuch a AMI RN - | pum 
Parn, Pardon me, Madam,— 
Mill. So unhop’d for, T [i advances. 
- [Barnwell falutes her, and retires ia Confufiun. 
Mill. “To Tee you here. Excufe the Con- 
fulion.: ——— C ; 
Parn, 1 fear I am Kae ыл, ж 0 
Mill. Alas, Sir! All my Apprehenfions proceed 
from: my Fear s of your thinking me fo. Pleafe, 
Sir, to fit. ——-F ani as much at a Lofs how to receive 
this Honour as I ought, as I am furpriz’d at your 
Goodnefs in confering it, + 
` Para. 1 thought ypu had expe&ed me — I pro- 
mis "d to come. 
Mill, That is the more furprizing; few Men are 
fuch religious Obfervers ot their W ord. 
Lara,” "All who are honeft, are, 


Mil. 
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Mil. To one another : But we filly Women 
are feldom thought of Confequence enough to gain а 
Place in your Remembrance. 

[Laying ber Hand on his, as by Accident. 

Barn.. Her Diforder is fo great, he don't per- 
ceive fhe has laid her Hand on mine. Heaven! 
how fhe trembles |— What can this mean! [Afide. 
` Mill. "The Intereft I have іп all that relates to 
you, (the Reafon of which youfhall know hereafter) 
excites my Curiofity ; and, were I fure you would 
pardon my Prefumption, 1 fhould defire to know 
your real Sentiments on a very particular Affair. 

Bars. Madam, you may command my poor 

` Thoughts on any Subje& ;——I have none that I 
would conceal. 

Mill. ‘Youll think me bold. ~ 

Barn. No, indeed. 

Mill. Whatthen are your Thoughts of Love ? 

Barn. If you mean the Love of Women, I have 

not thought of it all.7— My Youth and Circum- 
ftances make fuch Thoughts improper in me yet: 
But if you mean the general. Love we owe to Man- 
kind, I think no one has more of it in his Temper 
than my felf. ——— I don't know that Perfon in the 
: World whofe Happinefs I don’t with, and wou'd n't 
promote, were it in my Power. “In an efpecial 
manner І love my Uncle, and my Matter, but, above 
all, my Friend. 

Mill. You have a Friend then, whom you love? 

Barn. As he does me, fincerely. 
Mill. He is, no doubt, often blefs'd with your 
Company and Converfation. س‎ 

Bars. We live in one Houfe together, and both | 

ferve the fame worthy Merchant. | 

Mill. Happy, happy Youth! who e'er thou 

art, Lenvy thee, and fo тий all, who fee and know | 
this Youth.— What have I loft, by being form'd a . 
Woman !#————] hate my Sex, ту felf. Had I 
been a u I might, perhaps, have been as happy 

in 


| 
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in your Friendfhip, as he who now enjoys it :—But 
as it is,’ Oh! 

Barn, 1 never oblervdiWomen before, or this i is 
fure the той beautiful of her Sex, [Afde.) You 
- {eem diforder’d, Madam! May I know the Caufe ? 

Mill. Do nor ask me, =m} can never Ípeak it, 
whatever is the Caufe ; I wifh for Things im- 
poffible: - I woud be a Servant; bound to the 
{ате Mafter as you are, to live in one-Houfe with 

ou. 

Barn. How frange, and yet “ты ‘kind; her 
Words and A@ions are? And the Efe@ they 
have on me is as ftrange. I feel Defires I never 
knew before ;: Ї тай be gone, while I have: 
Power to go, E Madam, I humbly take my 
Leave.- 

Mill. уон sl not fure leave me fo foon ! 

Barn. Indeed I тоќ. 

Mill. You cannot be fo cruel ! ———-I have pre- 
par’d a poor Supper, at which I promis'd my felf 
your Company. 

Bare. 1 ат forry E сҮн refufe the: Honour that 
you defign'd me ;—————— But my Duty to my 
Mafler calls me hence. ——-I never yet neglected his 
Service: He is fo gentle, and fo good a Майег, 
that fhould I wrong him, tho' he might forgive me, - 
I never fhould forgive ray felf, 

Mill. Am Trefusd, by the firk Man, the fecond 
“Favour I ever ftoop'd to ask ?— Go then thou proud 

hard-hearted Youth. ——— But know, you are the 
only Man tha: coud be found, who would let me 
fue twice for greater Favours. 
Ват. What fhall 1 do: 
йау! | 

Mill. Yet do not, T not, leave me.—rI ту 
Sex's Pride wou'd meet yaur Scorn:—— But when E 
look upon you,-—- When I behold thofe Eyes, —— 
Oh! {pare my Tongue, and let my Blufhes fpeak.— 


Tuis Flood of Tears t to dy vill force their = 
жи. ап 


- How {пай I go or 


E 
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and declare what Woman's Modefty fhould 
hide. "um 
Barn. Oh, Heavens! fhe loves me, worthlefs as 
I am; her Looks, her Words, her flowing Tears 
confefs it: And can I leave her then > 
Oh, never, —-never.——— Madam, dry up :thofe 
'Tears.— You fhall command me always ; — I will 
ftay here forever, if you'd have me. | 
Lucy. So! {һе has wheedled him out of his Virtue 
of Obedience already, and will ftrip him of all the 
тей, one after another, till the has left him as few ` 
as her Ladyfhip, or my felf. . [ Afide, 
Mill. Now you are kind, indeed ; but I mean not 
to detain you always: I would have you fhake off all 
flavifh Obedience to your Mafter ; but you may 
ferve him ЁШ. ! 
Lucy. Serve him ftill ! Aye, or he'll have 
no Opportunity of fingering his Cafh, and then he'll 
not ferve your End, I'll be fworn. LAfide. 


SCENE VI 


(To them.) Blunt. 


Blunt. Madam, Supper's on the Table. : 

Mill, Come, Sir, You'll excufe all Defe&s.—— 
My Thoughts were too much employ'd on my Gueft 
to obferve the Entertainment. _ y 


SCENE УП. 


Lucy and Blunt. 


Blunt. What is all this Preparation, this elegant 
Supper, Variety of Wines, and Mufick, for the 
Entertainment of that young Fellow! 

: Lucy. So it feems. 

Blunt. What is our Miftrefs turn’d Fool at 1ай! 
She's in Love with him, I fuppofe: 7 
m - s ge eic. ey Уз; à Lucy. 


- 
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Lucy. liuppofe not, — but the defigns. to make 
him in Love with Tem. a m 

Blunt. What will fhe get by that ?. He feems un- 
der Age, and can't be fuppos'd to have much Money. 

Lucy. But ‘his Mafter has ; and. that's the fame 
thing, as the’ll manage It. 

“Blunt, I don’t like this fooling with a handfome. 
young Fellow ; while fhe's endeavouring to enfnare 
him, fhe may be caught her felf. `. 

Lucy. Nay, were | “fhe like me, that would cer- 
tainly be the ‚Confequence; for, Iconfefs, there 
is fomething in Youth and Innocence that movcs me 
mightily. 

Blunt. Yes, fo Abs the Smoothnefs and Plump-, 
nefs -of a Patridge move a mighty, Deüre in the 
Hawk to be the Deftrudion of ir. 

Lucy. Why, Birds are their Prey, as Men are 
ours ; though, as ‘you obferv’d,. we are fometimes 
caught our felves:-—But that I dare. SE, will never 
be the Cafe with our Miftrefs. | 

Blunt. I wifh it may provefo; for you know we 
all depend upon her: Should fhe trifle away her 
Time with a young Fellow, chat there's nothing to 
be got by, we mutt all farve. `` 

Lucy, There's no Danger of that, for-I am fure 
fhe has no View in:this Affair, but. Intereft. 

Blunt. Well, and. what Моге аге there of Suc- 
cefsin that? ` 

Lucy. The той promifing mu^ one "[is 
true, the Youth has his Scruples ; ; but ће foon 

teach him'to anfwer them, by йїйїпр his Сопісіепсе, 
=O, the Lad isin a hopefal Way, depend upon t. 


Barnwell aad. Millwood at an Entertainment. 


Barn. What can I anfwer ! All that I know 
is, that you are fair, and.I am miferable. | 


"Mill, 
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Mill. Weare both fo, and yet the Fault is in our- 
felves.-—— — к<, مس‎ en 

Barn: ‘To eafe our prefent Anguifh, by plunging 
into Guilt, is to buy a Moment’s Pleafure wich an 
Agejof Pain. .- e ^ = а | 

Mill. І fhould have thought the Joys of. Love as 
lafting as they are great: If ours prove otherwife, 
"tis your Inconftancy muft make them fo. 

Barn. The Law of Heaven will not be revers'd ; 
and that requires us to govern our Paflions. 

Mill. To give us Senfe of Beauty and Defires; 
and yet forbid us to tafte and be happy, is Cruelty 
to Nature.— Have we Paffions only to torment us! - 
+ Ват. To hear you talk, tho' in the Caufe of 
Vice, — to gaze upon your Beauty,—— prefs your. 
Hand,— and fee your Snow-white Bofom heave and. 
fall, —- enflames my Wifhés; —— my Puife beats 
high,—~my Senfes all are in а Hurry, and I am on 
the Rack of. wild Defire ; —— yet for a Moment’s 
guilty Pleafure, fhall I lofe my Innocence, my Peace 
of Mind, and Hopes of folid Happinefs ? 

Mill, Chimeras all, —— 


Come оп with me and prove, 
No Foy's like Woman kind, nor Heav’n like Love, 


Barn. I wou'd not, yet I muft on. —— 
Relu&lant thus, the Merchant quits bis Eafe, 

Andtrufts to Rocks, and Sands, and ftormy Seas ; 

In Hopes fome unknown golden Coaft to find, 

Commits himfelf, tho’ doubtful, 10 the Wind, 6 
Longs much for Foys to come, yet mourns thofe left behind, 


The End of the Firfi At. 


D > 
O 
Е 
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ACT Ш SCENE 1 
A Room in Thorowgood's Нш: 


Barnwell. 


Barn. He ftrange are all Things round me? 
Like fome Thief, who treads forbidden 
Ground, fearful I enter each Apartment of this 
well known Houfe. To guilty Love, as if that was 
too little, already have I added Breach of Truft. — 
A Thief! Can I know my felf that wretched 
Thing, and look my honeft Friend and injured Ma- 
fter in the Face? — Tho’ Hypocrify may a while 
conceal my Guilt, at length it will be known, and. 
publick Shame and Ruin той enfue- In the mean 
time, what muft be my Life? ever to [peak a Lan- 
guage foreign to my Heart; hourly to add to the 
Number of my Crimes in order to conceal 'em.—- 
Sure fuch was the Condition of the grand Apoftate, . 
when firft he loft his Purity; like me difconfolate 
he wander'd, and while yet in Heaven, bore all his 
future Heil about him. 


SCENE I. 


Barnwell and Trueman. 


Tr. Barnwell! O how I rejoice to fee you fafe ! 
fo will our Mafter and his gentle Daughter, who du- 
ring your Abfence often inquir'd after you. 

Barn. Wou’d he were gone, his officious Love will 
pry into the Secrets of my Soul. гат: ES 

| 


The Hiftory of GEORGE BARNWELL. 15 


Tr. Unlefs you knew the Pain the whole Family 
has felt on your Account, you can’t conceive how 
much you are belov'd ; but why thus cold and filent? 
when my Heart is full of Joy for your Return, why 
do you turn away? why thus avoid me ? what have 
І done? how am I alter'd fince you faw me laft? 
Or rather what have you done? and why are you 
thus changed ? for I am ftill the fame. 

Barn. What have I done indeed ? [ Afide. 
_ Tr. Not {peak nor look upon me. 

Barn. By my Face he will difcover all I wou'd con- 
ceal; methinks already I begin to hate him. [Afide. 

Tr. Y cannot bear this Ufage from a Friend, one 
whom till now I ever found lo loving, whom yet I 
love, tho’ this Unkindnefs ftrikes ar the Root of 
Friendfhip, and might deftroy it in any Breaft but 
mine. 

Bar. Tam not well, [Turning to bim. 

Sleep' has been a Stranger to thefe Eyes fince you 
beheld them laft. 
: Ту. Heavy they look indeed, and fwoln wich 
Tears; now they o'erflow ; —— rightly did 
my fympathizing Heart forebode laft Night when 
thou waft abfent, fomething fatal to our Peace. 

Barn. Your Friendfhip ingages you too far. My 
Troubles, whate'er they are, are mine alone, you 
have no Intereft in them, nor ought your Concern 
for me give you a Moment’s Pain. 

Tr. You fpeak as if you knew of Friendfhip no- 
thing but the Name. Before I faw your Grief I 
felt it. Since we parted laft I have flept no more 
than you, but penfive in my Chamber. fat alone, 
and fpent the tedious Night in Wifhes for your Safe- 
ty and Return; e'en now, tho’ ignorant of the Caufe& 
your Sorrow wounds me to the Heart. | 

Barn, "E will not be always thus, Friendfhip and 
all Engagements ceafe, as Circumftances and Occa- 

“fons vary ; and fince you once may hate me, per- 
haps it might be better for us boththat now you lov'd 
me lefs, | Tri 
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‘Ty. Sure I but dream! without a Caufe would 
Barnwell ufe me thus, ungenerous and ungrateful 
Youth farewell, —— I fhall endeavour to follow your 
Advice,— (Going. ] . Yet ftay, perhaps I am too rath, 
and angry when, the Caufe demands Compaffion. 
Some unforefeen ‘Calamity таў ‘have befaln him too 
great to bear.: 

Barn. What Part am I: hes d to ай; ús vile 

and bafe to move his Temper thus, the. Бей of 
Friends and Men. 
- Tr. I am to blame, prithee forgive me eL 
— Try to compofe your. ruffled Mind, and 
let me know the Caufe that thus tranfports you from 
your Self ; my friendly Counfel may reftore your 
Peace. 

Barn. All that is poffible for Man to do im Man, 
your generous Friendfhip may effe& ; but here even 
that’s in vain. 

Tr. Something dreadful is labouring in your Breaft, 
O give it vent and let me fhare your Grief, twill eafe 
your Pain fhou'd it admit no cure ; “and make it 
lighter by the Part I bear. 

Barn. Vain Suppofition! my Woes increafe by 
being obferv'd, fhou'd the Caufe be known Ey 
wou'd exceed all Bounds. н 

. Tr. So well I know thy honeft Heart, Guilt сап- 
not harbour there. i 

Barn: O Torture infupportable ! [ Afide. 

Tr. Then why am I excluded, have Ia Thought I 
would conceal from you: 

Barn. If fill you urge me on this hated SubjeG, 
I'll never enter more beneath this Roof, nor fee your 
E again. 

"Iis frange, m~ but I have done, fay but 
you Me me not. 

Barn. Hate you! — I am not that Monfter yet. 

Tr. Shall our Friendfhip ЁШ continue. 

Baru. Yos a Bleffing I never was worthy. of, yet — 
now muft Rand on Terms; and but upon Conditions 
can confirm 1t. Tr. 
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Tr. What : are they 2.530 ° ` 

Bara, Never., een Ao" ‚you, (бог Wonder 
at my Condud,.defire, 19, ig. more, than І ат, 
willing. to reveal. . P $ E 1 мет 

Tr. "Tis hatd, ‘but upon any ‘Conditions I | -my 
be your Friend. -— 

- Barn, Then,, as much, as one loft to Moo d ‚can. 
be another’s, Lam ‚yours. еў, [Eribracing, 

wal Ta Be ever fo, and, may Неву. EHRE 
Peage,,, 

Bar. wii Yefterday return, — We im AE: 
the’ glorions. Sun, that. till then inceffant тога, 
once ftopp’d his’ rapid Courfe,, and once went Баск: 
The Dead have rifen; and pa ched Rocks | pour ‹ "d 
forth a ‚liquid Stream to pra a Peoples. Тыт: 
The Sea divided, and. form’d. Walls of ‚Water, 
while a whole Nation país'd in fafety thro' its. andy 
Bofom: Hungry Lions have refus'd their Prey: 
And Men unhurt have уға amidft confuming 
Flames; but never yet "did Time once paft, re- 
turn. 

Tr. Tho’ the continued Chain óf Time has never 
once been broke, nor ever will, but uninterrupted 


muft keep on its Courfe, till loft i in Eternity i it ends 


there where it firt begun; yet as Heav'n, can, re- 
pair whatever Evils Time can bring upon. us, he 
who trufts Heaven, ought never. to’ defpair., Bue 
Bufinefs requires our Attendance ; Bufinefs the 
Youth's bef ‚Prefervative from ill, as Idlenefs his 
worft of Snares. Will you go “with me? - 
Barn. Yl take a little Time to хааа on n wat has 
paf, and follow yol. ` re жг 


5СЕМЕ Шш. 


Barnwe il, | 


I might have trufted Trueman to have applied to 
my Uncle to have repaired the Wrong 1 have done 
C 


my 


v 
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. my. Mafter.; but what of Millwood? mutt 1 expofe her 
too? uhgenerous and bafe! then Heav’n requires it 
not. ——- But Heaven requires that I forfake her. 
What! never. fee her more! Does Heaven require 
that, — 1 hope I may fee her, and Heav’n not be 
offended. . Prefumptuous Hope, ——dearly already 
have I prov’d my Fräilty ; fhould I once more tempt 
Heav’n, I may be left to fall never to rife again: 
Yet thall I leave her, for ever leave her, and not 
let her know the Caufe ? She who.loves me with 
füch a boundlefs Paffion; can Cruelty be Duty? 
I judge of what fhe then muf feel, by what I now 
indure. The love of Life and fear of Shame, op- - 
pos'd by Inclination ftrong as Death or Shame, like 
Wind and Tide in raging Confli& met, when neither 
can prevail, keep me in doubt. —— How then can I 


determines, . | Md 
co SCENE WL, 
. Thorowgood and Barnwell. - 


Thor. Without a Caufe affign'd, or Notice given, 
to abfent your felf laft Night was a Fault, young 
Man, and I came to chide you for it, but hope I 
am prevented ; that modeft Blufh, the Confufion fo 
vifible in your Face, fpeak Grief and Shame: When 
we have offended Heäven, it requires no more; and 
fhall Man, who needs himfelf to be forgiven, be 
harder to appeafe: If my Pardon or Love be of 
moment to your Peace, look up fecure of both. 

Barn. This Goodnefs has oer come me, [4/4] 
O Sir! you know not the Nature and Extent of my 
Offence; and I fhou'd abufe your miftaken Bounty 
to receive em. Tho’ I had rather die than fpeak my 
Shame; tho’ Racks could not have forced the guilty 
Secret from my Breaft, your Kindnefs has. . 

Thor. Enough, enough, whate’er it be, this Con- 
cern fhews you're cónvincd, and I am тот 
` r ow 
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How painful is the Senfe of Guilt to an ingenuous 
Mind; —fome youthful Folly, which it were pru- 
dent посто enquire into. ——- When we confider the 
frail Condition.of Humanity, it may raife our Pity, 
notonr Wonder, that Youth fhould go aftray ; when 
Reafon, weak at the beft when oppos'd to Inclina- 
tion, fcarce form'd, and: wholly unaffifted by Expe- 
rience, faintly contends, or willingly becomes the 
Slave of Senfe. The State. of Youth is much to be 
deplored ; and the more fo becaufe they fee it not ; 
they being then то danger той expos'd, when they 
are leaft prepar'd for their Defence. : 3 
° Bars. It willbe known, arid you recall your Pardon 
and abhor me. SAN LIE 

Thor. Y never will; fo Heav'n confirm to me the 
Pardon of my Offences. - Yet be upon your Guard 
in tbis gay thoughtlefs Seafon of your Life; now, 
when the Senfe of Pleafure's quick, and Paffion high, 
the voluptuous, Appetites raging and fierce demand 
the ftrongeft'Curb ; take heed of a Relapfe : When 
fe ай the very Power of leaving it 
15 loft. c aru T 

Barn, Hear me then on my Knees confefs. 

Thor. 1 will not-hear aSyllable more upon this Sub- 
ject; it were not Mercy, but Cruelty, to hear what 


muft give you fuch Torment to reveal. `- 


une» 


if thou ‚hadft never offended; whatever is your 
a D "T 3». ~ = soe "TE MES ar 

Fault, of-this Pm certain, twas harder for you to 

offend than me'to pardon," ^-^ ыл) + 


SCENE V. 
' “° Barnwell © 


_ Bara, Villain, Villain, Villain! bafely to wrong 
fo excellent a "Man: Shon? d I again return to Folly 


detefted Thought ; —————— but what of 
A Моо 
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Millwood then ?——5 Why, I renounce her;——lgive: 
Бегор = the Struggle’s over,-and-Virtue has 
prevail’ d.» агай jmay- convince: but» Gratitude 
compels. » This unlook'd r for Gens: has. fav'd 
mé: from Deitzuöion. w ишу: i бит 


E him a: Min e 
e g ba gaa 
Fut. Sir, two iE? from your. Uncle, in the 
Country, delire to fee: Soc: : 
Bara. Who fhou'd they be?. Laj de, Tur them 


vi wait Pops 'em. hinds г; 
ier n E с Е N. Eas Vile 


Barnwell. 


m. ‘Methinks | T, dese to fee,’ em. Guilt, 
what а, Goward haft thou made me 2——Now evety 
Thing alarms me. | ane. 


= equal Е NE УШ. 


Auster Room. in Thorowgood 5. TA 


‘Millwood dd Lucy, ‘and to then a Footman. j 


Foo „Ladies, he’ 11 wait upon you: immediately. 
7 Mill. "Tis very well.——-I thank you. : 


^ — Barnwell, Millwood, and Lucy. 


„Baym, ,Confufion!, Millwood. . 

Mill, That angry Look. tells me Aha at Y man 
‘unwelcome. "Gueft;.1 fear’ d as much, the Un- 
happy. are fo every where. Barn. 
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Ваги Will nothing but my:ueter Ruin content you? 

Mill. Unkind and cruel 1108 ту felt, yos ond 
pinefs is now my only Care... - 

Barn. How did you gain үз | Ä 

Mill. Saying’ we were :defir’d by your Uncle to 
vifit and :deliver a Meflage to you, we were: re- 
ceiv’d by:the Family without. fufpicion, and: swith: 
much refpe& direGed here.‘ 

Barn, Why did you come at all? Л 

МИ ‘I never fhall trouble you more, I’m: come | 
to take my-Leave for ever... Such is the Malice of: 
my Fate. Igo hopelefs, defpairing ever со return. 
This Hour is all І have left me. One fhort Hour 
is all І ‘have to beftow on: Love and. yo for Som 
I thought the longeft.Life too fhort. шс... 

Barn. Then we are met to part for ever? t 

‘Mill: Te muft be fo; yet think not that. Time 
or Abfence ever fhall puta Period to my.Grief, 
ог make me:löve you lefs; tho’ I muft Save you, 
yet condemn me not. | 

Barn. Condemn you? . No, I approve your Re- 
folution, and rejoice to hear it; tis jaft, : "tis 
neceffary, — 1 have well weigh'd, and fouind it fo. 

Lucy. Рт afraid the young Man has more Senfe 
than fhe thought he had. ~ [ Afide. 

- Barn. Before you came I had dodi à never to: 
fd you more. | ' 

МЕ. Confufion ! nm de, 

Lucy. Ay! we are all out ; this is a Turn fo unex- 
pected, that I fhall make nothing of my Part, they 
тай e'en play the Scene betwixt themfelves. A fide. 

Mill. "lwas fome relief to think, tho’ abfent, ' 
you would love me ftill; but to find, tho’ For- . 
tune had been kind, that you, more cruel and .in- 
conftant, had refolv’d to caft nie. off mr This, as Г. 
never cou'd expect, I have not learnt to bear. 

Barn. 1 am forry to hear you blame in me, a Refo- 
lution that fo wel! becomes us both. 

. MiB, Y и e Reafon forwhatI do,but you have none. _ 

C 3 Bari, 
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Ват, Can we wanta Reafon for parting, who 
have fo many to wifh we never had met. : 

Mill. Look on me Barnwell, am I deform’d or 
old, that Satiety fo foori fucceeds Enjoyment? nay, 
look again, am 1 not fhe whom Yefterday you 
` thought the faireft and the kindeft of her Sex? 
whofe Hand, trembling with Extacy, you preft and 
moulded thus, while on my Eyes you gazed with 
fuch delight, asif Defire increas'd by being fed. 

Barn. No more, let me repent my former Follies, 
if poffible, without remembring what they were. 

Mill. Why? 

Bara. Such is my Frailty that "tis dangerous. 

Mill. Where is the Danger, (ince we are to part ? 
: Barn. The Thought of that already is too pain- 

ul. 
` Mill. И it be painful to part, then I may hohe at 
leaft you do not hate me? | 

Bars. No, no, ——l never faid Idid,—O my 
Heart! — 

Mil. ку you pity me? 

Barn. I do,—1 do,— indeed, I do. 

Mill. You'll think upon me? 

Barr. Doubt it not while I can think: at ali 

. Mill. You may judge an Embrace at parting too ` 
great a Favour, though it would be the laft? [He 
draws back.) Ä Look fhall then fuffice, —farewell 
for ever. 


mar 
Barnwell. 


Barn. If to refolve » Tuffer. be to conquer, I hava 
conquer af Painful Myers ! 


SCENE 
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^ SCENE XL 


2 Barnwell, Millwood «ud Lucy. 


Mill. One thing I had forgot,—l never muft return 
to my own Houfe again.. This I thought proper 
to let you know, left your Mind fhould change, and 
you fhou'd feek in vain to find me there. Forgive me 
this fecond Intrufion; I only came to give you this 
Caution, and that perhaps was needlefs. — . 

Barn. І hope it was, yet itis kind, and 1 muft 


. thank you for it. 


Mill, My Friend, your Arm. [To Lucy.] Now 
I am gone for ever. Going. 

Barn. One thing more; ——fure there's no dan- 
ger in my knowing where you go? If you think 
otherwife ? —— 

Mill. Alas! [Weeping: 

Lucy. We are right I find, that’s my Cue. [.4fde. 
Ah; dear Sir, fhe’s going fhe knows not whether ; 
but go {е тий. 

Barn. Humanity obliges me to wifh you well; 
why will you thus expofe your felf to needlefs Trou- 
bles? 

Lucy. Nay, there's no help for it: She muft quit 
the Town immediately, and the Kingdom as foon 
as pofüble; it was no fmall Matter you may be fure, 
that could make her refolve to leave you. 

Mill. No more, my Friend ; fince he for whofe 
dear Sake alone I fuffer, and am content to fuffer, 
is kind and pitiesme.  Wheree'er I wander through 
Wiles and Defarts, benighted and forlorn, that 
Thought fhall give me comfort. 

Baru. For my Sake! О tell me how; which way 
am I fo curs'd as to bring fuch Ruin on thee? 

Mill. No matter, I am contented with my Los. 

Barn, Leave me not in this Incertainty. 

Mill, 1 have faid too much. | A 
А | о C 4 Ват, 
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Wu How, how am Ithe Caufe of your Undoing? 
"Mill. "Twit But inereafe | your Troubles. 

Barn. My ‘Troubles can't be greater than they are. 
1 Luc. Well, well, Sir, if fne won't: fatisfy you, 

will 
CU Pari T am bound to you ‘beyond! Expreffion.: 
КИЛА Remember, ‘Sir, ‘thar’ I депта ‚уба по Чо 
‘Hear ERA А | 

* Bara Begin, m ¿en my ek КЕ AN zi 

Зри, Why you тий "know, my Lady here was 
an only Child; bút her Parents | dying while fhe 
“was young, le efe her and her-Fortune,+(no incon- 
fiderable one, I affure you) to the: Care of a Gen- 
Нета, who has a good Eftate of his own. ^: 

© Mill, Ay, ay, the barbarous Manis Aio enough ; 
bui what are Riches when‘ ‘compared to Love: ? 

“Lucy. For a while:he perform’d the Office of a 
faithful Guardian, fettled her in a Houfe, hir'd her 
“Servants ;—— but. you have {ееп in what manner {пе 
livd, fo I need fay по more of that. 
"MIL? How T {hall live hereafter, Heaven nov 

` Lucy. AM Things went on as опе coud wifh, 
cl; те Time ago, his Wife dying, he fell violent- 
ly “in “love with his Charge, and woud fain have 
‚marry’dher: Now the Man i is neither old nor ugly, 
“but a’ good Perfonablé fort of a Man, : ‘but I don’t 
‘know how it was (he cold never endure him ; JA | 
оге, her ili Ufage fo provok'd him, that he brought 
jn an Account of | his Execütorfhip wherein he makes 
her Debtor to him.— 

Mill? А Trifle in it felf, but ¿more thám: s бый 
to-ruin me, whom, by. this unjaft Account, he had 
"ftripp'd of all before it. jm 
| Lu» Now fhe havi ing neither Money; nor reat, 
toS LE d her'to- pats his Accon апа; give- Bond 
forthe. Sum he demanded'; búr ill provided hand- 
fomely for. her, and ‘continued his Courtfhip, “till 
being inform’ d by his ae (tr uly U fufped: Tome 
e in 
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in’ her own Family) that you were entertain' d át her 
Houfe, and ftay'd with her.all Night, he- came 
this Morning raving, and ftorming : "like a. Mad- 
‘man, talks no: тоге of Marriage; fo there's no 
Hopes of making пр Matters that Way, but vows 
her Ruin, unlefs fhe'll allow him the. fame xr 
that he fuppofes fhe.granted you. 

Barn, Muf the be ruin "d, or find her Refuge in 
another's Arms ? 

Mil. He gave me but an Hour to refolve in, 
that’s happily fpent with you ; —and now I go.— 

Barn. 'Го be expos'd to all the Rigours of the 
various Seafons ; the Summer's parching Heat, and 
Winter's Cold, unhous’d to wander Friendlefs. “thro” 
the unhofpitable World, in Mifery and Want ;- at- 
tended with Fear and Danger, and purfu'd by 
Malice and Revenge, woud'ft thou endure all this 
for me, and can I do nothing, nothing to prevent it? 

Lucy. "Tis really a Pity, there can: be no h^ jas 
found out. ; 

Barn. O where are all my Refolutions now ; ; like 
early Vapours, or the Morning Dew, chas’d by the 
Sun’s warm Beams they’re ا‎ "e and loft, as "sho 
they had never been. = 

Lucy. Now I advis’d pe Sir, to comply 
with the Gentleman, that won'd' not only рис ‘ап 
End to her Troubles, buc make her Fortune at. once, 

Barn. Tormenting Fiend, away.. I had ra» 
ther perifh, nay, fee her perifh, than have her fav' d 
by him ; I will my felf prevent her Ruin, tho' with 
myown. А Moment" S d e ا‎ r 11 return imine- 
diately. j 


S CENE E 
“Millwood and Lucy: 


2 pM well you came, or, by what D can 
perceive, you had loft him. 
Mil, 
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Mill. "That, 1 той confeís, was a Danger I did 
not » forefee; Y was. only afraid he fhould have 
come without Money. You know a Houfe of En- 
tertainment, likę gm is not ээ: with no- 
thing. 

Lucy. That's very true ; bur dien you fhou'd be 
reafonable in your Demands; tis pity to > difcourage 
à young Man. . ‚ 


5С = NE хш, 
un Barnwell, “Millwood, and Lucy. 


Pays. What am I about to do! — Now you, 
who boat your Reafon all-fufücient, fuppofe 
your felves i in my Condition, and determine for me ; 
whether it's right to let her абет {ог my Faults, or, 
by this fmall Addition to my Guilt, prevent the ill 
Effe&s of what is pafl. . 

Lucy: Thele young Sinners think every Thing in 
the Ways of Wickednefs fo ftrange,——but 1 cou'd 
tell him that this is nothing but what's very com- 
mon; for one Viceas naturally begets another, as 
a Father a Son: But he'll find out that himfelf, 
if he lives long enougli. 

"Bara. Here take this, d with it purchafe your 
Жый делсе; return to your Houfe, and live in 


Peace and Safety... `. 
‚ Mil. So I may hope to fee you there а- 
вайп. 


. Barn. Anfwer me not,——but fly, —leaft, in the 
Agonies of my Remorfe, I take again what is not 
mine to give, and abandon thee to Want and 
Mifery. | 

Mill. Say but you 1] come. ——— 

Bars. Youare my Fate, my Heaven, or my Hell; 
ouly leave me now, к pote оЁ те hereafter as you 


pleafe. 7 
SCENE 
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SCENE XIV. — 


y 


Barnwell. 


What have I done. 


Were my Refolu- 
tions founded on Reafon, and fincerely made, ——— 
why then has Heaven fuffer'd me to fall? I fought 
not the Occafion ; and, if my Heart deceives me 
not, Compaffion and Generofity were my Motives. 
——]s Virtue inconfiftent with it felf, or are Vice 
and Virtue only empty Names? Or do they де- 
pend on Áccidents, beyond our Power to produce, 
or to prevent,— wherein we have no Pars, and yet 
тий be determin'd by the Event ?— But why fhould 
I attempt to reafon? Allis Confufion, Horror, and 
Remorfe ;—I find 1 am loft, сай down from all my 
late ere&ed Hopes, and plung'd again in Guilt, yet 
fcarce know how or why— " 


Such undiflinguifb’d Horrors make my Brain, 
Like Hell, the Seat of Darknefs, and of Pain, 


The End of the Second AT, ^ ' №, 


: , б 
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AGE HL. SCENE b 


1 horowgood and Traen. 
Tu; Mes Гоп" пёр have you эту атн 
>the Method of Merchandize, and pra- 
ањ it hereafter, merely as: "а" Means of getting: 
Wealth.: Twill be well worth your Pains to ftudy. 
it 45 а Science, See how itis founded in Reafon;: 
and the Nature of- Things. = -How it: has promoted: 
Humanity, “ás it^has'opened^afd yet keeps up ani 
Intercoürfe between ‘Nations,’ far remote from oné 
ancther in Situation; Cuftónis! and: Religion ; ; pro- 
moting Arts, Induftry, Peace and ‘Plenty; by mus: 
tual Benefits diffufing mutual ‚Love ‚from Pole to 
Pole, f€ m CUm 

Jg Somethin. m this» I и» confider M, "Eh 
hope, by your Affiftance, to extend my Thoughts 
much farther.——I have obferv'd thofe Countries, 
where Trade is promoted and encouraged, do пог 
make Difcoveties to deftroy, butte improve Man- 
kine „by Love and Friendfhip, to tame the fierce, 
and polifh the moft favage, to teach them the 
Advantages of honeft Traffick „—by taking from 
them, with their own Confent, their ufelefs Buper- 
fluities, and giving them, in Return, what, from 
their Ignorance in manual Árts, their Situation, ог 
fome other Accidérit they tand in nieed-of.--- =- 
Thor. "Iis jufiy obferv'd :———The m. 
Eaft, luxuriant, abounds with glittering Gems, 
bright Pearls, aromatick ` Spices, and Health-refto- 
ving Drugs: The late founa Weftern World glows 
with unnumber'd Veins of Gold and Silver Ore.— 
On every, Climate, and on every Country, Heaven 
has 
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has beftowed fome good peculiar to it felf. It is 
the induftriousTMerchant's Bufinefs to colle& the 
various Bleffings of each Soil and Climate, and, 
with the Produ& of; the whole, to"enrich his native 
Country.— Well! I have examin'd your Accounts : 
They ате not ‘only jüft; as І have always found 
them, but regularly kept, and fairly enter'd. == 
I commend: your: Diligence. . Method in Bufinefs 
is the furet Guide. He, who negleäts it, "fre- 
quently” ftumbles;-and. always: wanders perplex’d, 
uncertain, and in Danger. Are Bariwell’s Accounts 
ready for my Infpe&ion; he does not пів со be-the 
laf on thefe Occafions. . : mn i Ms 

Tr. Upon-receiving: your Orders he -retir’d, I 
thought in fome Confufion.—-1f you pleafe, I'll 
go and haften him. — I hope he has n'tbéen guilty 
of any Negled. "7." ^^ aene d 
- Thor. Vm :now ‚going to the Exchange; let him 
know, at my Return, Г ехрей to find him ready. ^ 


SCENE: IL > 


Maria with a Book fits and reads, 


Ma. How forcible is Truth? ‘The weakeft Mind; 
infpir'd wich Love of that, —— fix'd and collected 
in it felf,— with Indifference beholds-—the united 
Force of Earth and Hell oppofing : Such Souls: are 
rais'd above the Senfe of Pain, or fo fupported, that 
they regard it not. The Martyr cheaply purchafes 
his Heaven. —-Small are his Sufferings, great is his 
Reward ; — not fo. the Wretch, who combats Love 
with Duty ; when the Mind, weaken'd and diffolved 
by the {oft Paffion, feeble and hopelefs oppofes its 
own Defires.e—— What is an Hour, a Day, a Year 
of, Pain, to ar whole. Life of Tortures, fuch as 
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SCENE ш, 


"Теона and Maria: 


Tr. O, Barnwell ! 0, my Friend, how art 
thou fallen ? # 

„Ма. На! Barnwell ! What: of him ? Speak, E 
vint of Barnwell... - 

"Tis not to: i єк ’d.—Ivie News to tell 
^з К that will aflli& your alos Father, ges 
iit dd all who knew. him. 

. Defend us Heaven ! 

T. 1 у гаа it. See there. | 

' [Gives а Letter, Maria reads. 

e рл * 
I Küow ту y vill Jurprize my honvur д Mafter, 

and your felf; and the more, when you [рай un- 
derfland that the Reafon of my withdrawing, is my hal 
wing embezzled part of the Cafh with which I was en- 
trufied. After this, "tis needlefs to inform you that I in- 
tend never to return again: Though this might have been 
known, by examining my Accounts 5 yet, tò prevent that 
unneceffary Trouble, and to cut off all fruitlefs Еа 
1 рол Return, d dave be this nn the loft. 


‚ George Barnwell. 


E Loft indeed V ios how be’fhou’d be guilty of 
what he there charges himfelf withal, raifes my 
Wonder equal to:my "Grie£-—— Never had Youth 
a higher Senfe of Virtue Јоу he thought, 
and as he thought he pra&ifed; never was Life more 
regular than his; an Underftanding uncommon at 
his Years; an open, generous, manlinefs ¡of Tem- 
per; his Mannprs eafy, unaffe&ed and engaging. ` 

+ Ma. ^ This and much mote you ‘might ‘have fud 
fu Truth.-— He was the delight of every Eye; 
and Joy of every Heart that knew him. 

Чу. 
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de Sincé fach he was, and was my Friend, can 


rege 


Beach y 

Ma. Triéman, Do you think a Soul fo deitate 
as his, fo fenfible of Shame, can e 'er fubmit to live 
a Slave to Vie? ^. 

‘Tr. Never, never.. So well 1 "a fb, Im fare 
this A of his, fo contrary to his Nature, muft have 
been caufed- by fome unavoidable Neceffity. —. v7 

M. Is there no Means yet to preferve him?.. 

. О! that there were. But few Men re- 
cover r Reputation loft amer A.MercHant never. ——- 
Nor woud he, I fear, though I fhou'd find him, 
ever be brought to look his injur’d Mafter in the 
Face. 

“Ma; i fear- as imúch,———and therefore моци 
neve have my Father know i it. 

That's impoffible. 

Mz. What's the Sum? pa ; Ü 

Tr. "Yis confiderable.——I've mark'd it here, to 
fhow it, with the Letter, to your Father, at his 
Return. 

Ma. If I fhou'd fupply the Money, cou'd you 
lo difpofe of that, and the Account, as to conceal 
this unhappy Mifmanagement from my Father. | 

Tr. Nothing more eafy :—But'can you intend it? 
Will you fave a'helplefs Wretch from Ruin? Oh! 

'twere an А worthy fuch exalted Virtue,- as 
Maria's.—-Sure Heaven, in Mercy to my Friend, 
infpired the generous Thought: 

` Ma. Doubt ‘not bit I wou'd purchafe fo: great 
a Happinefs at a much dearer Price. HOS ENS how 
fhall he be found? 

Tr. Truf to my Diligence for thac—lIa the 
mean time, Til conceal his Abfence from your Father, 
orfind fuch Exeufes for - dt," that the real Caufe {hall 
never be fufpe&ed. 

Ма; 
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"Ma. In. attempting to fave from Shame, опе whom 
we hope may ‘yet retürn..to- Virtue, to Heaven; 
and:you, the Judges! of this Adion, I appeal, whe- 
ther. I have done апу: thing misbecoming my, Sex 
Eno Charaéter. 

«Fr. Earth той approve the Deed, and Heaven, 
1 doubt not, .will reward it. : 

Ma. If Hear fucceed it, I am v remanded, 
A Virgin’s Fame is fullied by. Sufpicion's flighteft 
Breath ; and. therefore as this muft be a Secret from 
my Father, and tlie Aber, for Barnwell’ S likes for 
mine. let it be fo to him. - | 


$ € E N Ei AV. Ml Bf МЕ 


ss mb осу aid Blunt. 


"Lucy. Weil! what do you-think of Millwood’s 
Сор now! 

Blunt. I own it is riS =I don't know 
which to admire moft, her feign’d, or his. real 
Paffion; tho’ I have рт been. абга that her 
Avarice wou'd difcover her : But his Youth .and 
want риза qe it the eafier to impole. on 
him. | 

p. No, it is PH Love. То do m Jaftice, 
reet Se e his Youth, he don't want Under- 
 ftanding; but you Men are much eafier impofed on, 
in thele Affairs, than your Vanity will allow you to 
believe. Let- me fee the wifeft of you all, as much 
in Love with me, as Barnwell is with. Millwood, „and 
r ll engage to make as great a Fool of him. 

coBlust. And. all Circumftances confider’ d, to make 
as much Money. of him too. | 

Lucy. 1 can't anfwer for that.. “Her itg in 
making him-rob his'Mafter at firft, and the various 
Mer ms by which fhe has obliged him to continue 

that Courfe,- altonifh even: me, who: know 
mi fo well. К „л айа. 
ry blunt, 


| T 
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. Blunt. But then you are to confider that the 

Money. was his Mafter's. 
^. Lucy. There was the Difficulty of it. — Had it 
been his own, it had been nothing. === Were the 
World his, fhe might have it for a Smile: — Buc 
thofe golden Days are done ; he’s ruin’d, and 
Millwood’s Hopes of farther Profits there, are at 
an End. 

Blunt. "That's no more than we all expected. 

Lucy. Being call’d, by his Mafter, to make up 
his Accounts, he was fore’d to quit his Houfe and 
Service, and wifely flies to Millwood for Relief and 
Entertainment. 

Blunt. l'have not heard of this before! How. 
did fhe receive him ? 

Lucy. As,you wou'd expe. She wonder а 
what he meant, was aftonifh'd at his Impudence,— 
and, with an Air of Modefty peculiar to her felf, 
{wore lo heartily, that fhe never faw him before,— 
that fhe put me out of Countenance. 

Blunt. Thats much indeed! But how did Ваги 
well behave ? 

Lucy. He grievd, and, at length, enrag'd at 
this barbarous "Treatment, was preparing to be 
gone ; and, making.toward the Door, fhow’d a Bag 
of Money, which he had ftol’n from his Mafter, — 
the laft he's ever like to have from thence.. 

Blunt, But then Millwood ? 

Luc. Aye, fhe, with her ufual Addrefs, return'd 
to her old Arts of lying, fwearing, and diffembling. 
m~ Hung on his Neck, and wept, and {wore “twas 
meant in jet; ; till the eafy Fool, melted into 
Tears, threw the Money into her Lap, ánd fwore 
he had rather die, than think her falfe. 

Blunt. Strange Infatuation ! 

Lucy. But what follow'd was ftranger fill. EU 
Doubts .and Fears, follow'd by Reconcilement, 
ever increafe Love, where the Paffion is fincere ; fo 
in him it caus’d fo wild a Tranfport of exceflive 

. D Fond- 
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Fondnefs, fuch Joy, fuch Grief, fuch Pleafure, and 
Tuch Anguifh, tha* Nature in him feem’d finking 
with the Weight, and the charm'd Soul difpos'd to ` 
quit his Breaft for hers, —— juft then, when every 
Paffion with lawlefs Anarchy prevail'd,—-and Rea- 
- fon was in the raging: Tempeft loft;——-the cruel 
“ artful Millwood prevail’d upon the wretched Youth 
to promife what I tremble but to think on. * 

Blunt. Y amamaz’d! what can it be? 

Lucy.‘ You will be more fo, to hear it is to at- 
tempt the Life of his neareft Relation, and beft 
* Benefactor. —- те. i 

Blunt. His Uncle, whom we have often heard 
him fpeak of, asa Gentleman of a large Eftate and 
fair Character in the Country, where he lives. 

Lucy. The fame. She was no fooner poflefs’d 
of the laft dear Purchafe of his Ruin, but her 
Avarice, infatiate as the Grave, demands this hor- 
rid Sacrifice, Barmwell's near Relation, and 
unfufpedted Virtue muft give too eafy Means to 
feize the good Man's Treafure 3 whofe Blood muft 
feal the dreadful Secret, and prevent the Terrors 
of her guilty Fears. — A 

Blunt. Is it poffible fhe coud perfwade bim to do 
an AG like that! Не is, by Nature, honeft, grate- 
ful, compaffionate, and generous: And though his 
Love, and her artful Perfwafions, have wrought him 
to practife what he той abhors; yet we all can 
witnefs for him, with what Relu&ance he has ftill 
comply'd! So many Tears he fhed oer each Offence, 
as might, if poffible, fan&ify Theft, and make a 
Merit of a Crime. 

- Luc. "Tis true, аг the naming the Murder: of 
his Uncle, he ftarted into Rage; and, breaking 
from her Arms, where fhe till then had held him, 
with well difembled Love and falfe Endearments, 
call’d her, cruel Monfter, Devil, and told her the 
was born for his Deftru&ion. ~ She thought it 
not for her Purpofe to meet his Rage with N 
Mum . ut 
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but affe&ed a moft paflionate Fit of Grief ;——rail’d 
at her Fate, and curs’d her wayward Stars, e 
that ЁШ her Wants fhou'd force. her.to prefs him 
to a& fuch Deeds, as fhe muf needs abhor, as‘ weil 
ashe; but told him Neceffity had no Law, and Love 
no Bounds; that therefore he never truly-lov'd, bur 
meant, in her. Neceffity,. to forfake her ; j^ pn 
kneel’d and fwore, that (ince, by his Refufal, he 
had given her Hegel to EE his Lore, fhe never 
wou'd fee him тоге; uniefs, to prove it true, he 
robb'd his Uncle to fupply her Wants; and murder’d 
him, to keep it from Difcovery. . 

Blunt. Yam aftonifh'd! What’ "er he ? > 

Lucy. Speechlefs he ftood; but in his Face you. 
might have read, that various, Paffions tore his 
very Soul. Oft, he, in .Ánguifh, threw his Eyes 
towards Heaven, End then as often bent their 
Beams on her; then wépt and groan’d, and 
beat his Breat; at length, with Horror, not. to 
be exprefs’d, he cry'd, Thou curfed Fair! have i 
not given dreadful Proofs of Love! What: drew me 
from my youthful Innocence, to fain my then un- 
Ípotted Soul, but Love? What caus’d me to rob 
my gentle Mafter, but curfed.Love? What makes 
me now a Fugitive from his. Service, loath'd by 
-my felf, and feorn’d by all the World, but Love ? 
What fills my Eyes with Tears, my Soul with Tor- 
ture, never felt on this fide Death before? Why 
Love, Love; Love: "And why, above all, do I re- 
folve, (for, tearing his Hair, he cryd I de refolve) 
to kill my Uncle. , 

Blunt. Was fhe not mov ^i ? It makes me weep 
to hear thé fad Relation. 

Lucy. Yes, with Joy, ‘that {һе had d her 
Point.—— She gave him no Time to cool, "but urg’d 
him to attempt it inftantly. He's now gone ; if he 

. performs it, and efcapes, there's more “Money. {Or 
her ; if not, he'll пе ег return, is then fhe’s fairly 
rid of him, 


D 2 | Blunt, 
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Вит. "lis time the World was tid of fuch a 
Monter. oe 

Lucy. If wedon’t do our Endeafahrs to prevent 
Me Murder, we areas bad as ће, `` 

Blunt. I'm afraid itis too late. ° ~ 

Lucy. Perhaps not.—— Her ‚Barbarity to Barnwell 
makes me hate her. ——We’ve rün too great. а 
Length with her already. —— 1 did not think her or 
my felf fo wicked, as I find, upon Refle&ion, we are. 

Blunt. "Iis true, we have all been тоо Huth 1o. 
—— But there is fomething fo horrid in “Murder; 
that all other Crimes feem · nothing when: compared 
to that.——-I wou'd not be involv' d in the Guilt of 
that for all the World. - 
` Lucy. Nor І, Fie hnos la ЬЕ let 
us clear our felves, by-doing all that ‘is in our Power 
to prevent it. I have juft thought of a Way, that, 
to me, feems probable. —— Will you join with me to 
dete& this curs'd Defign? 

` Blunt. With‘all my Heart. —— How elfe Mall T 
¿llar my felf? He who knows of a Murder intended 
to be committed, and does not difcover it, in the 
Eye of the Law, and’ Reafon, ista Murderer. 

Lucy. Let us lofe no Time; Tl acquaint you 
with the Particulars as we go. 


an SCENE V. 
A Walk at fome Diftance from a Constry Seat. 


Barnwell. 


A difmal Gloom obfcures the Face‘ of Day ; ; ei- 
ther the Sun has flip’d’behind a Cloud, ог jour- 
neys down the Weft of Heaven, with more than 
common Speed, to: avoid the Sight: of what I'm 
doom d to ad. » Since І fet forth on this accurfed 
Defign, where'er I tread, methinks, the folid Earth 
trembles beneath my Feer. = Yonder lim- 


^ 
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pid Stream, whofe hoary Fall has made a na- 


` tural Cafcade, as I раа by, in doleful Accents 


feem’d to murmur, Murder. The Earth, the Air, 
and Water, feem concern'd ; but that's not ftrange, 
the World is punifh'd, and Nature feels the Shock, 
when Providence permits a good Man's Fall! 
Тай Heaven! Then what fhou'd I be! for him 
that was my Father's only Brother, and (ince. his 
Death has been to me a Father, who took me up 
an Infant, and an Orphan; rear'd me with ten- 
dereft Care, and ftill indulged me with moft pater- 
nal Fondnefs;—— yet here I ftand avow'd his de- 
find Murderer :—— I ftiffen with Horror at my 
own Impiety ; "cis yet unperform'd.—— What 
if I quit my bloody Purpofe, and fly the Place! 
[Goiug, then lops.)—— But whether, O whether, {hall 
Ifly! -- My Mafter’s once friendly Doors are 
ever fhut againft me; and without Money Millwood 
will never fee me more, and Life is not tobe endu- 
red without her:—She’s got fuch firm Poffeffion of 
my Heart, and governs there with fuch defpotick 
Sway ; — Aye, there's the Caufe of all my Sin and 
Sorrow :—— "lis more than Love ; ’tis the Fever of 
the Soul, and Madnefs, of Defire. in vain 
does Nature, Reafon, Confcience, all oppofe it; 
the impetuous Paffion bears down all before it, and. 
driyes me on to Luft, to Theft, and Murder. —— 
Oh Confcience! feeble Guide to Virtue, who only 
fhows us when we go aftray, but wants the Power 
to йор us in our Courfe. ———-Ha! in yonder fhady 
Walk I fee my Uncle. ——— He's alone. 
Now for my Difguife, —— [ Plucks out-a Vizor.] 
This.is his Hour of private Meditation. "Thus daily 
he prepares his Soul for Heaven, whilt I-—— 
But what have I to do with Heaven! — Ha! No 
Struggles, Confcience.—— 
Hence! Hence Remorfe, aud гау уу Thought that’s good ; 
The Storm that Luft began, muft end in Blood. 
. [Puts on the Vizor, and draws a Piftol. 
ESA у SCENE 
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.. 5 


S с Е N E. VL 
A сй? Walk in a Wood. 
. Uncle. 


lit I was То, I Шоша fear fome 
Danger lurk’d unfeen, or Death were nigh: 
A Heavy Mel lancholy clouds my Spirits; my Ima- 
gination is fill’d wich забу Forms of dreary 
Graves, and Bodies chang'd by Death, —— when 
the pale lengrhen'd d Vifage attracks each weeping 
Eye, and filis the muling Soul, at once, with 

Grief and Horror, Pity and Averfion. J will 
indulge the "Thought: Jhe wife Man prepares 
himfelf for Death, by making it familiar to his 
Mind. When ftrong Refle&ions hold the 
Mirror near,————and the Living in the Dead be- 
hold their future feives, how does each inordinate 
Paffion and Defire ceafe or cn at the View? —— 
"The Mind fcarce moves ; The Biood, curd- 
ling, and child, ey thro? the Veins, — 
fxd, fill, and motioniefs, like the folemn Objekt 
of our "Thoughts. We are almoft at prefent— 
what we той be Lereafter,. till Curiofity awakes 
the Soul, and fetsit on Inquiry. - ' 


CONSE, тү, 


$ 
Uncle, George Barnwell at a Diflance; 


Uncle. © Death, thou firange myfterious Power, 
- feen every Day, yet never underflood— 
but by the incommunicative Dead, What art thou? 
The extenfive Mind of Man, that with a 

Thought. circles the Earth's уай Globej Ber 
to the Centre, or afcends above the' Stars ; thar 


World's exotick finds, or thinks i: finds, thy 
thick 
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thick Clouds attempts to pafs in vain, loft and be- 
wilder'd in the horrid Gloom,—defeated fhe returns 
more doubtful than before; of nothing certain, but 
of Labour loft. | 
[During this Speech, Barnwell fometimes. prefents 
the Piftol, and draws it back again у at laf he 
drops it, — at which bis Uncle flarts, and draws 
bis Sword. | 

Barn. Oh, tis impoffible ! 

Uncle. A Man fo near me, arm’d and mafqu'd ! 

Baru, Nay, then there's no Retreat. 

{ Plucks a Poniard from his Bofom, aud fabs him. 

Uncle. Oh! Tam fain! All gracious Heaven re- 
gard the Prayer of thy dying Servant. Blefs, with 
thy choiceft Blefings, my deareft Nephew ; forgive 
my Murderer, and take my fleeting Soul to endlefs 
Mercy. ; 

[Barnwell throws off bis Mask, runs to bim, and, 
kueeling by him, raifes and chafes him, 

Barn. Expiring Saint! Oh, murder’d, martyr’d 
Uncle! Lift up your dying Eyes, and view your 
Nephew in your Murderer. -—O do not look fo 
tenderly upon me.— Let Indignation lighten from 
your Eyes, and blaft me e're you die.— By Heaven, 
he weeps in Pity of my.Woes.——Tears,— Tears, 
for Blood.—— Тһе Murder'd, in the Agonies of 
Death, weeps for his Murderer.—-O, fpeak your 
pious Purpofe,-—-pronounce my Pardon then, —— 
and take me with you.——He woud, but cannot. — 
O why, with fuch fond Affe&ion do you prefs my 
murdering Hand! What! will you kifs me! 
[Kiffes bina. 


Uncle, Groans and dies. 

Barn. He's gone for ever,—and oh! I follow. — 
[Swoons away upon his Uncle’s dead Рой.) Do I Rill 
live to prefs the fuffering Bofom of the Earth? — 
Do I fill breath, and taint with my infe&ious Breath 
the wholefome Air!—— Let Heaven, from its high 
Throne, in Juftice or in Mercy, now look down on 

Da that 


- 
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that dear murder'd Saint, and me the Murderer 
And, if his Vengeance fpares, let Pity ftrike 
and end my wretched Being. ~~~ Murder the worft 
of Crimes,.and Parricide the worft.of Murders, 
and this the worft of Parricides. Cait, who ftands 
on Record from the Birth of "Time, “and ‘mut to 
its lat final-Period, as accurs’d, flew a Brother, 
favour’d above him. — Detefted Мао, by another's 
Hand, difpatch'd а Mother, that he fear’d and 
hated. But I, with my own Hand, have mur- 
der’d.a Brother, Mother, Father, and a Friend; 
moft loving and belov’d.- This execrable AG of 
mine's without a Parallel-—-O may it ever fland 
alone, =~ the lat of Murders, as it is the worft.-—— 


The rich Man thus, in Torment and Defpair, 
Prefer d bis vain, but charitable Prayer. 

The Fool, his own Soul loft, wou’d fain be wife 
For others Good; but Heaven bis Suit denies. 
ByLaws and Means well known we fiand or falh, 
And one eterual Rule remains forall. 


The End of the Third Ad. 


ACT 
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ACT IV. SCENE I 


Maria: 


Ma. OW falfly do they side who cenfure or 

applaud, as. we're afflicted or rewarded 
here. Iknow I am unhappy, yet cannot charge 
my felf with any Crime, more than the common 
Frailties of our Kind, that fhou'd provoke juft 
Heaven to mark me out for Sufferings fo uncommon 
and fevere. Falfly to accufe our felves, Heaven 
muft abhor, then it is juft and right that Innocence 


Should fuffer; for Heaven тий be jut in all its- 


Ways. Perhaps by that they are kept from 
moral Evils, much worfe than penal, or more im- 
prov’d in Virtue: Or may not the leffer Ills that 
they fuflain, be the Means of greater Good to 
others? Might all the joylefs Days and fleeplefs - 
Nights that I have рай, but purchafe- Peace for 
thee 


Thou dear, dear Caufe of all my Grief and Pain, 
Small were the Lofs, and infinite the Gain: 
Tho to the Grave in fecret Love I pine, 

So Life, and Fame, and Happinefs were thine. 


SC NOE IE 


Trueman and Maria. 


_ Ma. What News of Barnwell ? 
v. None.—-I have fought him with the breardó 


Diligence, but all in vain, 
Ma. 
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Ma. Doth níy Father yet fufpe& the Caufe of 
his abfenting himfelf? 

Tr. Al appear'd fo juft and fair to him, it is not 
poffible he ever fhou’d; but his Abfence will no lon- 
ger be conceal'd. Your Father's wife; and chough 
he feems to hearken to the friendly Excufes, I wou'd 
make for Barnwell; yet, I am. afraid, he regards 
em only as fuch, without fuffering them to influence 
his Judgment. | 

Ma. How does the unhappy Youth defeat all 
our Defigns to ferve him, yet I can' never repent 
what we have done. Shou'd he return, 'twill make 
his Reconciliation with my Father eafier, and pre- 
ferve him from future Reproach from a malicious 
unforgiving World, | 


S.C E NE ¿HL 


(To them.) Thorowgood and Lucy. 


Thor. This Woman here has given me a fad, 
(and bating fome Circumftances) too probable Ac- 
count of Barnwell’s Defe&ion. 

Lucy. I am forry, Sir, that my frank Confeffion 
of my former unhappy Courle of Life fhou'd caufe 
you to fufpe& my ‘Truth on this Occafion. 

Thor. Yt is not that; your Confeffion has in it all 
the Appearance of Truth, [To them.] -Among many 
other Particulars, fhe informs me that Barnwell has 
been influenc'd to break his Truft, and wrong me, 
at feveral Times, of confiderable Sums of Money; 
now, as I know this to be falfe, I wou'd fain doubt 
the whole of her Relation, —-too dreadful— to be 
willingly believ'd. 

Ma. Sir, your Pardon; I find my felf on a fud- 
den fo indifpos'd, that I muft retire. Providence 
oppofes all Attempts to favé him.——7—- Poor ruin’d . 
‘Barnwell! —— Wretched 108 Mara!—— ° | Afide. 


SCENE 
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SCENE IV. 
Thorowgood, ‘Trueman and Lucy. 


` Thor. How am І diftrefs'd on every Side? Pity for 
that unhappy Youth, fear for the Life of a much 
valued Friend—and then my Child—the only Joy and 
Hope of my declining Life. Her Melancholy in- 
creafes hourly, and gives me painful Apprehenfions 
of her Lofs.—— O Trueman! this Perfon informs 
me, that your Friénd, at the Inftigation of an im- 
pious Woman, is gone to rob and murder his vene- 
rable Uncle. 

Tr. О execrable Deed, I am blafted nur the 
Horror of the Thought. 

Lucy. This Delay may ruin all. | 

Thor. What to do or think I know not; that he 
ever wrong'd me, I know is falfe,— the гей may be 
fo too, there's all my Hope. 

Tr. Truft not to that, rather fuppofe all true 
than lofe a Moment’s Time; even now the horrid 
Deed may be a doing ; —dreadful Imagination ;— 
or it may be done, and we are vainly debating on 
the Means to prevent what is already рай. 

Thor. This Earneftnefs convinces me that he 
knows more than he has yet difcover'd. What 
ho! without there ! who waits? 


SCHEN E У, 


(To them.) A Servant, 


Thor, Order the Groom to faddle the iwiftett 
Horfe, and prepare himfelf to fet out with Speed. . 
Ап Affair of Life and Death demands his Di- 


делсе, 


\ 


SCENE 
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SCENE VI 
Thorowgood; ‘Trueman and Lucy. 


` Thor. For you, whofe Behaviour on this Occafion I 
have no Time to commend as it deferves, I той in- 
gage your farther Affiftance. — Return and obferve 
this Millwood till I come. I have your DE 
and: will follow ny {ооп as poffible. 


SCENE УП. 


Thorowgood and m RM 


Thor. T rueman, you I am fure wou'd not be idle 
en this Occafion. 


SCENE VII. 


Trueman. 


He any who is a Friend can judge of my Di- 
refs, 


SCE N E IX; Millwood's Houfe. 


Millwood. 


i with I knew the Event of his Defign j; the 
Attempt without Succefs would ruin him, 

Well! what have I to apprehend frora that? I fear 
too much. ‘The Mifchief being only intended, his, 
Friends, in pity of his Youth, turn all their Rage 
on me. I fhould have thought of that before. 
Suppofe the Deed done, then, and then only I fhall. 
be fecure; or what if he returns without attempt- 
ing it at all? | 


SCENE 
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SCENE X. 


"i Millwood, and Bar awell bloody, 


Mil. But he is here, and I have done him 
wrong; his bloody Hands fhow ће has done the 
Deed, bur fhow he wants. the Prudence to ‘con- 
ceal it. 

Bara, Where hall I ‘hide me? whether Һай. lfiy 
to avoid the fwift unerring Hand of Juítice? 

Mill Difmifs thofe Fears; tho’ Thoufands had 
purfu'd you to the Door, yet being enter'd here 
you are fafe'asInnocence ;: І have fuch a Cavern, by 
«Art fo cunningly 'contriv'd, that-the piercing Eyes 
of Jealoufy and Revenge may.fearch іп vain, пог 
find the Entrance to the fafe Retreat, there will I 
hide you if -any Danger's near. 

Barn. O hide me from my felf if it be E: 
for while I'bear my Confcience in my Bofom, tho’ 
I were hid where "Man's Eye never faw, nor Light 
e’er-dawn’d, *twere all in vain. Бог that inmate, 
—that impartial judge, will try, convi&, and fen- 
tence me for Murder; and execute me with never 
ending Torments, ‘Behold thefe Hands all crim- 
fon'd o'er wich my dear Uncle's Blood! Here’s a 
Sight to make a Statue ftart wich Horror, or turn a 
living Man into a Statue. 

Will, Ridiculous! Then it feems you are ке 
of your own Shadow ; or what's lefs than а Shadow, 
your Confcience. 

Ваги. Tho’ to Man unknown 1 did the accurfed 
AG, what can we hide from Heav'ns omnifcient 

e? 

Mill, No more of this Stuff ;—— what advantage 
have you made of his Death? or what advantage 
may yet be made of it?——-— did you fecure the 
Keys of his Treafure,—— thofe no doubt were 

about 
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about him? —— what Gold, what Jewels, or what 
'elfe of Value have you brought me? 

Ват. Think you 1 added Säcrilege to Murder ? 
Oh! had you {ееп him as his Life fowed from him 
in 2 Crimfon Flood, and heard him praying for me 
by the double Name of Nephew and of Murderer ; 
“alas, alas! he knew not then that his Nephew was 
his Murderer ; how мота you haye wifh'd as I did, 
‘tho’ you had a thoufand Years of. Life to come, to 
have given them all to have lengthen'd his one Hour. 
‘But-being dead, I fled the Sight of what my Hands 
had done, nor cou'd Ito have gain'd the Empire of 
the World, have violated by Theft his facred Corps. 

Mill. Whining prepofterous canting Villain; to 
murder your Uncle, rob him of Life, Natures firft, 
lat, dear Prerogative, after which there's no Injury, ' 
then fear to take what he no longer wanted; and 
bring to me your Penury and Guilt. Do you think 
I'll hazard my Reputation; nay my Life to enter- 
tain you? 

Baru. Oh! —Millwood! —this from thee ;—but I 
have done,—if you hate; me, if you with me dead; 
then are you happy, —for Oh! ’tis fure my Grief 
will quickly end me. 

Mill. In his Madnefs he will difcover all, and in-. 
volve me in his Ruin; —we are on a Precipice from 
whence there's no Retreat for both, —then to pre- 
ferve my felf.—— ( Paufes.] There is no other Way, 
— ‘ris dreadful, but RefleGion comes too late 
when Danger's prefing,—and there's no room for 
Choice.—— 1t muft be done. [ Stamps, 


E 
f 


SCENE 
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MSC TE NE XI. | 
(To them) A Servant. 


- Mill. Fetch me an Officer and feize this Villain; 
he has, confefs'd' himfelf a Murderer, fhou'd I let 
him efcape, I juftly might be thought as bad as he. 


і SG EEN 
Millwood and Barnwell. 


مہہ ص 


Barn. O Millwood! fure thou doft not; cannot 
mean it. Stop the Meflenger, upon my Knees I 
beg you, call him back. "Tis fit I die indeed, but 
not by you. I will this Inftant deliver my felf into the 
Hands of Juftice, indeedIwill, for Death is all I with: 
But thy Ingratitude fo tears my wounded Soul, "tis 
worfe ten thoufand times than Death with Torture. 

Mill. Call it what you will, I am willing to live; 
and live fecure; which nothing but your Death can 
warrant, 

Barn. If there be a Pitch of Wickednefs that 
feats the Author beyond the reach of Vengeance, 
you muft be fecure. But what remains for me, but a 
difmal Dungeon, hard-galling Fetters, ап awful 
Tryal, and ignominious Death, juftly to fall unpi- 
tied and abhorr'd? —-After Death to be fufpended 
between Heaven and Earth, a dreadful Spectacle, 
the warning and horror of a gaping Croud. This 
coud bear, nay wifh not to avoid, had it but come 
from any Hand bu: thine. —— | 


SCENE XII. 


Millwood, Barnwell, Blunt, Officer aud Attendants: 


_ Mill. Heaven defend me! Conceal a Murderer! 
here, Sir, take this Youth into your Cuftody, I accufe 
; him 
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him of Murder; and will appear to make good my 
Charge. AN ч E [The fia in 

Ват. To whom, of what, or.how fhall I com- 
plain ; I'll not accufeher, the Hand of Heav/nis in 
jt, and this the, Punifhment, of Luft and Parricide ; 
yet Heav'n that juftly cuts me off, Rill fuffers her to 
live, perhaps to punifh others; tremendous Mercy! 
fo Fiends are curs’d with Immortality, to bethe Ex- 
ecutioners of Heaven. UAM 


e 


Be wart d ye Youths, who fee my fad Defpair, 
Avoid lewd Women, Falfe as they are Fair, 
‚ By Reafon guided, honeft Foys purfue,- ~ . 
‚ . The Fair to Honour, and to Virtue true, — e 
иј? ғо her felf,, will neer be falfe to. you. 
By my Example learn to [bun myFate, у үе” 
(How wretched is tbe Man who’s wife too late?) 
E’er Innocence, and Fame, and Life be lift, 
Here purchafe Wijdom, cheaply, at my Coft. - 


‚SCENE XIV. 
Millwood azd Blunt. 


Mill. Where's Lucy, why is fhe abfent at fuch a 


Time ? 
Blunt. Wou'd 1 had been fo too, thou Devil! 


Mill. Infolent! this to me? „А 
. Blunt. The worft that we know of the Devil is, 
that he firft feduces to Sin, and then betrays to Pa- 


nifhment. | | И 
SCEN ENG 
` Millwood. 


"They difapprove of my Condud, and mean 
to take this Opportunity to {et up for thenifelves. . 
—— My Ruins тер а, -=== I fe my:Danger, 
Uem but 
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but fcern both it and them. I was not born to 
fall by fuch weak Inftruments; [Goiug. 


SCENE XVL 


Thorowgood and Millwood. 


Thor. Where is this Scandal of her own Sê; and 


‚Curfe of ours? 

Mill, What means this Infolence? Who do you 
feek? 

Thor. Millwood: 

Mill, Well; you have found her then. — I am 
Millwood. —— 

Thor. Then you are the moft рр Wretch 
that e'er the Sun beheld. 

Mill. From your Appearance I hoi "d have ex- 
pe&ed Wifdom and Moderation, but your Manners 
bely your Afped. What is your Bufinefs here? 
І know уой not. 

Thor. Hereafter you may know me better; Iam 
Barnwell’s Matter. 

Mil, Then you are Matter to a Villain ; which, 
I think, is not much to your Credit. 

Thor. Had he beén as much above thy Arts, as 
my Credit is fuperior to thy Malice, I need not blufh 
to own him. , 

Mill. My Arts ;— I don’t tinderftand you; Sir! j 
If he has done amifs, what's that to me? Was he 
my Servant, or yours ?— You fhou'd scu taught him 
petter. 

Thor. Why fhou'd I wonder to йд fuch uncom- 
mon Impudence in one arrivd to fuch a Height of : 
Wickednefs.—- When Innocence is banifh'd; Mc- 
defty foon follows, Know, Sorcerefs, Fm not ig- 
norant of any of your Arts, by wbich you firft de- 
ceiv'd* the unwáry Youth: I know how, Step by 
` Step, you've led him on; (relu&ant and unc ‘illing) 


from Cririe tó Crime, to this laft horrid AG, which 
E you 
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you contrivd, and, by your curs'd Wiles, even 
forced him to commit, and then betray'd him. 

Mill. Ha! Lucy has got the Advantage of me, and 
accufed me firft, unlefs І can turn the Accufation, 
and fixit upon her and Blunt, Тат loft. [ Afide. 

Thor. Най I known your cruel Defign fooner, it 
had been prevented. To fee you punifh’d as the 
Law direús, is all that now remains. Poor Satif- 
faGion,—~for he, innocent as he is, compared to 
| you, muft fuffer too. But Heaven, who knows our 
Frame, and gracioufly diftinguifhes between Frailty 
and Prefumption, will make a Difference, tho’ Man 
cannot, who fees not the Heart, but only judges by 
the outward Adtion.— 

Mill. 1 find, Sir, we are both unhappy in our 
Servants. I was furpriz’d at fuch ill "Treatment, 
from a Gentleman of your Appearance, without 
Caufe, and therefore too haftily return’d it; for 
which Iask your Pardon. I now perceive you have 
been fo far impos'd on, as to think me engaged in a 
former Correfpondence with your Servant, and, fome _ 
^ Way or other, acceflary to his Undoing. 

Thor. І charge you as the Caufe, the fole Сапе 
of all his Guilt, and all his Suffering, of all he now 
endures, and muft endure, till a violent and fhame- 
ful Death fhall puta dreadful Period to his Life and 
Miferies together. 

` Mill "Tis very firange ; but who's fecure from 
Scandal and Detra&ion ?———So far from contribu- 
ting to his Ruin, I never (роке to him till fince that 
fatal Accident, which I lament as much as you:. 
"Tis true, I have a Servant, on whofe Account he has 
of late frequented my Houfe ; if fhe has abus'd my 
good Opinion of her, am I to blame ? Has n't Barn- 
шей done the fame by you ?. 

Thor. 1 hear you; pray go on. 

` Mill І have been inform’d he bad a violent Paf- . 
fion for her, and fhe for him; but I always thought 
it innocent; J know her poor, and given to expenfive 

Plea- 
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Pleafures. Now who can tell but fhe may have in- 
fluenced the amorous Youth to commit this Murder, 
to fupply her Extravagancies, it muft be fo.————— 
I now recolle& a thoutand Circumftances that con- 
firm it: ГИ have her and a Man Servant, that I 
: fufpe& as an Accomplice, fecured immediately. I 
hope, Sir, you will lay afide your ill-grounded 
Sufpicions of me, and join to punifh the real Con- 
trivers of this bloody Deed. [Offers ѓо go. 

Thor. Madam, you pafs not this Way: 1 fee your 
Defign, but fhall prote& them from your Malice. 

Mill. Y hope you will not ufe your Influence, and 
the Credit of your Name, to skreen füch guilty 
Wretches. -Confider, Sir! the Wickednefs of per- 
{wading a thoughtlefs Youth to fuch a Crime. 

Thor. I do, and of betraying him when it was 
done. 

Mill. That which you call betraying him, may 
convince you of my Innocence. She wholoves him, 
tho' {һе contriv’d the Murder, would never have 
deliver'd him into the Hands of Juftice, as I (truck 
with the Horror of his Crimes) have done. -— 

Thor. How fhou'd an unexperienc’d Youth efcape 
herSnares ; the powerful Magick of her Wit and 
Form, Biss betray the wifef ro fimple Dotage, 
and fire the Blood that Age had froze long fince. 
Even I, that with juf Prejudice came prepared, 
had, by her artfhl Story, been deceiv’d, but that 
my trong Convi&ion of her Guilt makes even 4 
Doubt impofüble. Thofe whom fubtilly you woud 
accufe, you know are your Accufers; and what 
proves unaníwerably, their Innocence, and your 
Guilt ; they accus'd you before the Deed was 
done, and did all that was in their Power to have 
prevented it 

Mill Sir, you are very hard to be convinc’d 5 
But I have fuch a Proot,. ‚which, when produced; 
ei filence all d Us 71 


eo eF SCENE 
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SCENE XVII 


Thorowgood, Lucy, Trueman, Blunt, Officers, ©. 


Lucy. Gentlemen, pray place your felves, fome 
on one Side of that Door, and {оте on the other; 
watch her Entrance, and act as your Prudence fhall 
dire& you. This Way—[to Thorowgood] and 
note her Behaviour ; I have obferv’d her, fhe's dri- 
ven to the laft Extremity, and is forming fome de- 
fperate Refolution.— —-1 guefs at her Defign. —— 


SCENE XVII. 


To them, Millwood with a Piftol, 
Secures ber. 


Tr, Here thy Power of doing Mifchief ends; de- 
ceitful, cruel, bloody Woman! 

Mill. Fool, Hypocrite, Villain. 
can'ft not call me that. 

Tr. 'To call thee Woman, were to wrong the Sex, 
thou Devil! \ 

Mill. 'That imaginary Being is an Emblem of thy 
curfed Sex colleéted. A Mirrour, wherein each 
particular Man may fee his own Likenefs, and that 
of all Mankind. 

Tr. Think not by aggravating the Fault of others 
to extenuate thy own, of which the Abufe of fuch 
uncommon Perfeäions of Mind and Body is not the 
1 


Trueman 


Man! thou 


adt. 

Miil. If fuch I had, well may I curfe your bar- 
barous Sex, who robb'd me of em, e'er I knew | 
their Worth, then left me, too late, to.count their ` 
Value by their Lofs. Another and another Spoiler 
came, and all my Gain was Poverty and Reproach. 
My Soul‘ difdain'd, and yet difdains Dependance 
and Contempt. Riches, no Matter by what Means 

: | obtain d, 
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obtain'd, I faw fecur'd the worft of Men from both ; 
I found it therefore neceffary to be rich; and, to 
that End, I fummon'd all my Arts. You call “em 
wicked, be іс fo, they were fuch as my Converfation 
with your Sex had furnifh'd me withal. 

Thor. Sure none but the worft of Men convers'd 

with thee. 
. Mill. Men of all Degrees and all Profeffions I 
have known, yet found no Difference, but in their 
feveral Capacities ; all were alike wicked to the ut- 
moft of their Power. In Pride, Contention, Ava- 
rice, Cruelty, and Revenge, the Reverend Prieft- 
hood were my unering Guides. From Suburb-Ma- 
giftrates, who live by ruin'd Reputations, as the 
unhofpitable Natives of Cornwall do by Ship-wrecks, 
I learn'd, that.to charge my innocent Neighbours 
with my Crimes, was to merit their Prote&ion ; for 
to skreen the Guil:y, is the lefs fcandalous, when 
many are fufpected, and Detraäion, like Darknefs 
and Death, blackens all Objeéts, and levels all Di- 
ftinGion. Such are your venal Magiftrates, who fa- 
vour none but fuch as, by their Office, they are 
fworn to punifh : With them not to be guilty, 1s the 
worft of Crimes ; and large Fees privately paid, is 
every needful Virtue. 

Thor. Your Pra@ice has fufficiently difcover'd 
your Contempt of Laws, both human and divine ; 
ng wonder then that you fhou'd hate the Officers of 

oth. | 

Mill. I hate you all, I know you, and expe& по 
Mercy ; nay, I ask for none; I have done nothing 
that I am forry for; I follow'd my Inclinations, and 
that the belt of you does every Day. All Aétions 
are alike natural and indifferent to Man and Beaft, 
who devour, or are devour’d, as they meet with 
others weaker or ftronger than themfelves. 

Thor, What Pity it is, a Mind fo comprehenfive, 
daring and inquifitive, fhou'd be a Stranger to Re- 
ligion's fweet, but powerful Charms. 


EN > Mill. 
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. Mill. Y am not, Fool, enough to bé: an ‘Atheift, 
tho’ Ihave known enough of Mens Hypocrify to 
make a thoufand {imple Women fo. Whatever Re- 
ligion is in it felf, as pra&tis'd by: Mankind, it has 
Ed the Evils, you fay, it was defign'd to cure. 
War, Plague, and Famine, hes, not deftroy'd fo 
many of the human Race, as this’ pretended Piety 
hasdoñej and with fuch barbarous Cruelty, as if 
the only Way to honour Heaven, were to turn the 
prefent World into Hell. 

Thor. Truth is Truth, tho’ from an Enemy, and 
fpoke in Malice. You bl loody, blind, and fuperfti- 
tions Bigots, how will you aníwer this 2 

Mill. hai are your Laws, of which you ince 
your Boaft, but the Fool's. Wifdoni, and the Coward's 
Valour ; the Inftrument and SNC all your Vil- 
lanies, by which you punifh in others what you a& 
your felves, or wou'd have a&ed, had you been in 
their ois тин: neds ae TU Judge who condemns the 
poor Man for being a Thief, had been a Thief him= 
{elf had he been poor. Thus you go on deceiving, 
and being deceiv’d, harraffing, plaguing, and de- . 
ftroying one another ; but Women are your univer- 
fal Prey- 


Women, by whon you are, the Source of Foys 

Wath cruel Arts you labour to deftroy : 

A thoufand Ways our Ruin you purfue, 

Tet blame in us thofe Arts, Faft taught by you. 

О may, from hence, each аА Maid, 

By flatt ring, ўайр, barb’rous Man betray d; 

А en vobl'd of Innocence, and Virgin Fame, 
Brom your Эф тийш raife a nobler Мате; 

T right their Sex’ s Wrongs devote their Mind, 

And jute Millwoods prove to plague Mankind, 


Tos End of the Fourth Ad. 
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ACT V. SCENE L 
A Room in a Prifon. | 


Thorowgood, Blunt ака Lucy. 


‚Thor. I Have recommended to Barnwell a Reve- 
rend Divine, whofe Judgment and' Inte- 
grity I am well acquainted with ; nor has Millwood 
been negleéted, but fhe, unhappy Woman, Ё ob- . 
ftinate, refufes his Affiftance. 

Lucy. This pious Charity to the Affli&ed well 
becomes your Chara&er ; yet pardon me, Sir, i£ I 
wonder you were not at their Trial. 

Thor. I knew it was impoffible to fave him, and I 
and my Family bear fo great a Part in his Diftrefs, 
that to have been prefent wou'd have aggravated our 
Sorrows without relieving his. 

° Blunt. It was mournful indeed. Barnwell’s Youth 
and modeft Deportment, as he рай, drew Tears 
from every Eye: When placed at the Bar, and ar- 
raigned before the Reverend Judges, with many 
Tears and interrupting Sobs he confefs'd and ag- 
gravated his Offences, without accufinz, or once re- 
. fle&ing on Millwood, the fhamelefs Author of his 
Ruin ; who dauntlefs and unconcern'd ftood by his 
Side, viewing with vifible Pride and Contempt the 
vaft Affembly, who all with fympathizing Sorrow 
wept for the wretched Youth. Millwood when call- 
ed upon to anfwer, loudly infifted upon her Inno- 
сепсе, and made an artfuland a bold Defence; but 
finding all in vain, the impartial Jury and the learn- 
ed Bench concurring to find her guilty, how did the 
eurfe her felf, poor Barnwell, us, her Judges, all 
| B 4 Mankind 
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Mankind ; but what cou'd that avail? fhe was cons 
demn'd, and is this Day to fuffer with him. 

.. Thor. The Time draws on, І am-going to vifit 
Barnwell, as you are Millwood. 

Lucy. We have not wrong’d her, yet I dread this 
Interview. | She's proud; impatient, wrathful, and 
unforgiving. To be the branded Inf fruments of 
Vengeance, to fuffer in her Shame, and fympathize 
with her in all fhe fuffers, is the Tribute we muft 
‚рау for our former ill fpent Lives, and long confe- 
deracy with her in Wickedrefs. 

Thor. Happy for you it ended when it did. What 
. you have dene арай Millwood I know proceeded 
from a juft Abborrence of her Crimes, free from 
Intereft, Malice, or Revenge. Profelytes to Vir- 
tue fhou'd be encourag'd. Purfue your propofed 
Reformation, and know me hereafter for your 
Friend. 

Lucy. This is a Bleffing as unhop'd for as unme- 
rited, but Heaven that fnatched us from impending 
Ruin, fure intends you as its Inftrument to fecure 
us from Apoftacy. 

Thor. With Gratitude to impute your Deliverance 
to Heaven is juft. Many, lefs virtuoufly difpos'd 
than ЁаупшеЙ was, have never fallen in the Manner 
he has done, —— тау not fuch owe their Safety ra- 
ther to Providence than to themfelves. With Pity 
and Compaffion let us judge him. Great were his 
Faults, but ftrong was the Temptation. Let his 
Ruin learn us Diffidence, Humanity and Circum- 
fpection ; ——for we,—who wonder at his Fate, — 
perhaps had we like him, been ту, m s him, 
we had fallen too, 
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SCE REM 
A Dungeon, a Table and Lamp. 
Thorowgood, Barnwell reading. | 


Thor. See there the bitter Fruits of Paffion's de- 
tefted Reign, and fenfual Appetite indulg’d. Se- 
vere Refle&ions, Penitence and Tears. ` 
. Barn. My honoured injured Mafter, whofe Good- 
nefs has covered me a thoufand times with Shame, 
forgive this laft unwilling Difrefpe&, —indeed I faw 
you not. | | 

Thor. "Tis well, I hope you were better im- - 
ploy’d in viewing of your felf ;—— your Journey's 
long, your Time for preparation almoft fpent. ——1 
fent a Reverend Divine to teach you to improve 
it, and fhou'd be glad to hear of his Succefs. 

Barn. The Word of Truth, which he recom- 
mended for my conftant Companion in this my fad 
Retirement, has at length remov'd the Doubts I la- 
bour’dunder. From thence lve learn'd the infinite 
Extent of heavenly Mercy ; that my Offences, tho’ 

reat, are not unpardonable ; and that 'tis not my 
ен only, but my Duty to believe and to rejoice 
in that Hope, So fhall Heaven receive the Glo- 
ry, and future Penitents the Profit of my Example. 

Thor. Go on. How happy am I who live to fee 
this? | 

Ваги. "Tis wonderful, —— that Words fhou'd 
charm Defpair, fpeak Peace and Pardon to a Mur- 
derer's Confcience ;—— but Truth and. Mercy flow 
in every Sentence, attended with Force and Energy 
divine. How {hali I defcribe my prefent State of 
Mind? I hope in doubr, and trembling I re- 

_ Joice. —1 feel my Grief increafe, суеп as my Fears 
| E. give 
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give way. Joy and Gratitude now fupply more 
Tears, than the Horror. and Anguifh of Defpair 
before. TUM 

Thor. Thefe are the genuine Signs of true Re- 
pentance, the only Preparatory, certain Way to 
everlafting Peace. O the Joy it gives to fee a 
Soul form’d and prepar'd for Heaven ! —- For this 
the faithful Minifter devotes himfelf to Meditation, 
Abfünence and Prayer, fhuniag the vain Delights 
of fenfual Joys, and daily dies that others may live 
for ever. For this he turns the facred Volumes 
o'er, and fpends his Life in painful Search of Truth. 
. ——'Тһе Love of Riches and the Luft of Power, he 
looks on with juft Contempt and Deteftation ; who 
only. counts for Wealth the Souls he wins; and 
whofe higheft Ambition is to ferve Mankind, ——= 
If the Reward of all his Pains be to preferve one 
Soul from wandering, or turn one from the Error of 
his Ways, how does he then rejoice, and own his 
little Labours over paid. ү. 

Barn, What do I owe for all your generous 
Kindnefs? but tho’ I cannot, Heaven can and will 
reward you. 

Thor. To fee thee thus, 1s Joy too great for Words. 
Farewell, ———— Heaven ftrengthen thee. ——— 
Farewell. 

Barz, O! Sir, there's fomething I cou'd fay, if 
my fad {welling Heart would give me leave. 

Thor. Give it vent a while, and try. 

Barn. 1 had a Friend, ——*tis true I am unworthy, 
yet methinks your generous Example might per- 
fwade; cou'd I not fee him once before I go 
{тот whence there's no return. 

Thor. He's coming,—— and as much thy Friend as 
ever; ——but I'll not anticipate his Sorrow, too 
{ооп he'll fee the fad Effe& of his contagious Ruin. 
"This Torrent of Domeftick Mifery bears too’ hard 
upon me, ~ І muft retire to indulge a Weaknefs 
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I find impoffible to overcome. [4/íde.] ——— Much 
lov’d——and much lamented Youth —— Farewell — 
Heaven ftrengthen thee——Eternally Farewell. 

Barn. The beft of Mafters and of Men——Fare- 
ye — while 1 live let me not want your Pray- 


Thor. Thou fhalt not;— thy Pe being ma 
with Heaven, Death’s already vanquifh’d ; — bear 


a little longer the Pains that attend this tranfi төгү 
Life, and ceafe from Pain for ever. | 


, SCENE Ш 


Barnwell | 
I find а Power within that bears my Soul xe Ê 
the Fears of Death, and, fpight of confcious Shame 


and Guilt, gives mea Tafte of Pleafure more than 
Mortal. 


SCENE IV: 
(Zo him.) ‘Trueman and Keeper. 


Keep, Sir, there's the Prifoner. 


SCENE ү, 


Barnwell azd 'Trueman. 


Bare. Trueman, My Friend, whom I fo wifht 
to fee, yet now he's here I dare not look upon 
him. [Weeps 

Tr. O Barnwell! Barawell! 


Barn: 
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. Bar. Mercy! Mercy! gracious Heaven! = 
Death, but not for this, ‘was I prepared. 

Tr. What have-I fuffer'd fince Haw you lat? — 
what Pain has Abfence given me ¿Bue oh! to fee 
thee thus! 

Barn. 1 know it is dreadful! I feel the Ánguifh 
of thy generous Soul; —-— but I was born to mur- 

der za who loveme. © : ' [ Both ‘weep. 

^. I came посто reproach you; j I thought to 
brian you Comfort, — but I'm deceiv'd, for I have 
none to give; I came to fhare thy Sorrow, but 
cannot bear my own. 

Barn, My Senfe of Guilt indeed you cannot 
know, —— "tis what the Good and Innocent, like 
you, can ne "ет conceive ; — but other Griefs at 
prefent I have none, but what I feel for you. —In 
your Sorrow I read you love me fill, but yet 
methinks ‘tis ftrange ———— when I confider what I 
am. 

Tr. No more of that, —I can remember nothing 
but thy Virtues, thy honeft, tender Friendfhip, 
our former happy State and prefent Mifery. — О 
had you trufted' me when firft the Fair Seducer 
tempted you, all might have been prevented. 

Barn. Alas, thou know’ft not what a Wretch I’ve 
been! Breach of Friendíhip was my firft and leaft 
Offence. So far was I loft to Goodnefs, fo 
devoted to the Author of my Ruin, that had 
fhe infifted on my murdering thee, — 1 think, —-1 
fhou'd have done it. ` 

Tr. Prithee aggravate thy Favlts no more. 

Barn. 1 think I fhou'd !——thus Good and Gene- 
rous as you are, 1 fhou'd have murder’d you! "d 

Tr. We have not yet embrac'd, and may be in- 
terrupted. Come to my Arms. 

Baru. Never, never will Itafte fuch Joyson Earth; 
never will [fo footh my jut Remorfe.: Are thofe 
honeft Arms, and faithful Bofom, fit to E 

an 


d 
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and to fupport a Murderer.——Thefe Iron Fetters 
only fhall clafp, and flinty Pavement bear me, —— 
[Throwing himfelf on the Ground,] even thefe too good 
for fuch a bloody Monfter. . 

Tr. Shall Fortune fever thofe whom Friendfhip 
join'd ! Thy Miferies cannot lay thee fo low, 
but Love will find thee, [Lies down ѓу him] Upon 
this rugged Couch then let us lie, for well it fuits 
our moft deplorable Condition.——— Here will we 
offer to fern Calamity,——this Earth the Altar, and 
our felves the Sacrifice. —— Our mutual Groans thall 
eccho to each other.thro' the dreary Vault. 
Our Sighs fhall number the Moments as they pafs, 
-——- and mingling Tears communicate fuch An- 
guifh, as Words were never made to exprefs. 

Barn, Then be it fo.—— Since you propofe an 
Intercourfe of Woe, pour all your Griefs into my 
Breaft, ——and in exchange take mine, [Embracing] 
Where's now the Anguifh that you promis'd 2 —— 
You've taken mine, and make me no Return. —— 
Sure Peace and Comfort dwell within thefe Arms, 
and Sorrow can't approach me while I'm here! — 
This too is the Work of Heaven, who, having be- 
fore fpoke Peace and Pardon to me, now fends thee 
to confirm it. O take, take fome of the Joy 
that overflows my Breaft ! 

Tr. 1 do, I do. Almighty Power, how have you 
made us capable to bear, at once, the Extreams of 
Pleafure and of Pain? \ 


SCENE VL 
To them, Keeper. - 


` Keeper. Sir. 
Tr. 1 come; 


SCENE 
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SCENE VII. 


Barnwell aud Trueman: | 


Ват. Muk you leave me !— Death would 
{ооп have parted us forever. |. 

. Tr. O, my Barnwell, there's yet another Task 
behind : ee your Heart muĝ bleed for others 
Woes. 

Bari. ‘To meet and past with you, 1 thought was 
all I had to do on Earth! D is there more for me 
to do or fuffer ? 

Tr. 1 dread to tell thee, yd it mm be known, 
mme Varia. 

оү Our Mafter’s fair and virtuous Daughter! 

The fame. _ 

0 No Misfortune, I hope; has reach’d that 
lovely Maid! Preferve her, Heaven,” from every 
Шу to how Mankind that Góodneís is your Care.” 
Tr. Thy, thy Misfortunes, my ae Friend; 
have reach'd her. Whatever you and I have felt; 
and more, if more be poffible, fhe feels for you. 

Barn. {know he doth abhor a Lie; and would 
not trifle with his dying Friend. — This is, indeed; 
the Bitternefs of Death! [af e 

Tr. You muft remember, for we all obferv'd it, 
for fome Time paft, a heavy. Melancholy weigh d 
her down. Difconfolate {һе feem’d, and pin'd 
and languifh'd from a Caufe unknown ; ; till 
hearing of your dreadful Fate, —— the long ftifled 
Flame blaz’d out. —-— She wept; fhe wrung her 
Hands, and tore her Hair, and, in the Tranfport of 
her Grief, difcover’d her own loft State, vhilit fhe 
lamented yours. 

Barn. Will all the Pain I feel reftore thy, Eafe; 
lovely unhappy Maid ? [Weeping ] Why did n’t you 
ME me die and never know it ? Ф 
co M M x2 
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Tr. It was impoffible ; —fhe makes no Secret of 
her Paffion for you, and is determin d to fee you 
eer you die; ———- fhe waits for me to introduce 
her. y | 


5СЕМЕ ҮШ. 


Barnwell. 


Barn, Vain bufy Thoughts be ЁШ! —— What 
avails it to think on what I might have been, —— 
I now am, —— What I've made my felf. 


SCENE IX. 


To bim, 'Trueman and María: 


Tr. Madam, reluétant I lead you to this difmel 

Scene: This is the Seat of Mifery and Guilt. 
Here awful Juftice referves her publick Vidims.—= 
This is the Entrance to fhameful Death. —— 
. Ma. То this fad Place, then no improper Gueft, 
the abandon'd loft Maria brings Defpair, and fee 
the Subje& and the Caufe of all this World of 
Wog. —-Silent and motioniefs he ftands, as if 
his Soul had quitted her Abode, and the life- 
lefs Form alone was left behind; yet that fo 
perfe&, that Beauty and Death,—-ever at Enmity; 
——now {eem united there. 

Barn. Y groan, but murmur not.——Juft Heas 
ven, | am your own; do with me what you 
pleafe. | 

Ma. Why are your ftreaming Eyes fill fix'd be- 
low ? as tho thoud f give the greedy Earth 
thy Sorrows, and rob me of my Due.-——— Were 
Happinefs within your Power, you fhould beftow it 
where you pleas'd ; hut in your Mifery I muft 
and will partake, 


— Barai 
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Barn. Oh! fay not fo, but fly, abhor, and leave 
me to my Fate. Confider what you are: 
‘How уай your Fortune, and how bright . your. 
Fame: Have Pity on your Youth, your Bezu- 
ty, and unequalled Virtue, ——for which fo many 
noble Peers have figh’d in vain. Blefs wich your 
Charms fome honourable Lord.———— Adorn with 
your Beauty ; and, by your Example, improve the 
Englifh Court, that juftly claims fuch Merit; fo 
fhall I quickly be to you as though I had never 
been. 

Ma. When I forget you, 1 тай be fo атый 
Reafon, Choice, Virtue, all forbid it. ——— Let 
Women, like Millwood, if there be more fuch Wo- 
men; file in Profperity, and in Adverfity forfake. 
Be it the Pride of Virtue to. repair, or to partake, 
a Ruin fuch have made. 

r. Lovely, ill-fated Maid! > Was there 
ever A d generous Diftrefs before ? ———How mutt 
this peirce his grateful Heart, and aggravate his 
Woes? 

Barn. E’er I knew Guilt or Shame, when For- 
tüne finil'd, and. when my youthful Hopes were at 
the higheft; ; if then to have rais'd my Thoughts to 
you, had been Prefumption in me, never to have 
been pardon'd, ——— think how much beneath your 
felf you condefcend to regard me now. 

` Ma. Let her blufi, who, profeffing Love, invades 
the Freedom of your Sex’s Choice, and meanly fues 
in Hopes of a Return. ——— Your inevitable Fate 
hath render'd Hope inipoffiblé as vain. Then 
why fhou'd I fear to avow a Paflion fo juft ара fo 
difinterefted ? 

Tr. lfany fhou'd take Oceafion, from M ооо 5 
Crimes, to libel the Бей and faireft Part of the 
Creation, here let them fee tlieir Error.“ The 
moft diftant Hopes of fuch a tender Paffion, from! 
fo bright a Maid, might add to the Heppinele 
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of the moft happy, and make the greateft proud: 
Yet here "tislavifh'd.in vain :———-Tho' by the 
rich Prefent, the generous Donor is undone,———. 
he, on whom it is beftow'd, receives no Benefit. — 

Barn. Sothe Aromatick Spices of the Eaft, which 
all the Living covet and efteem, are, with unavail- 
ing Kindnefs, wafted on the Dead. a 

Ma. Yes, fruitlefs is my Love, and unavailing 
all my Sighs and Teáts.————Can they fave thee 
from approaching Death ? —- from fuch a Death? 
=— О terrible Idea! — What is her Mifery and 
Diftrefs, who fees the firft lat Obje& of her Love, 
for whom alone fhe'd live, for whom fhe’d die 
a thoufand, thoufand Deaths, if it were poffible,—— 
expiring in her Arms? -——- Yet fhe is happy, when 
compar d to me.———- Were Millions of Worlds mine; 
Y'd gladly give them in exchange for her Condition. 
The moft confummate Woe is light to mine. 

The laft of Curfes to other miferable Maids, is all E 
ask; and that’s dehy'd me; 

Tr. Time and Refle&ion cure all Is. — — 

Ma. All but this;——his dreadful Cataftrophe 
Virtue her felf abhors.——To give à Holiday to 
füburb Slaves, and paffing entertain the favage Herd, 
who, elbowing: each other for a Sight, purfue and 
prefs upon him like his Fate.——A Mind with Piety 
and Refolution arm'd, may fmileon Death.——But 
publick Ignominy,— everlafting Shame,—Shame the 
Death of Souls,——to die a thoufand Times, and 
yet furvive even Death it felf, in never dying Infamy,’ 
is this to be endured ?——Can Ij. who live in him; 
and muft, each Hour of my deyoted Life, feel all 
thefe Woes renew’d,——can I endure this = . 

Tr. Grief has impair’d her Spirits; fhe pants; 
as in the Agonies of Death.—— _ Nu" 

. Barn. Preferve her, Heaven, and’ reftore her 

Peace, —nor let her Death be added to mj Crimes 
~- [Bell toils.] 1 am fummon'd to my Fate. A 
F | SGENE 
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Р ( To en " "Ber 
“Keep. The Officers, attend. уоп, ‘Sirs 
Millwood is already fümmon' ipa 

"Баги: Tell "em Um ready.— And now, my 
Friend, farewell, [Embracing.] ERR and com- 
fore, the beft- you сап this Mourning Fair.- "No 
more. — Forget пос. ҳо pray forme, — we urning to 
Maria} would you, bright Excellence, permit me 
the Honour of a chafte Embrace, —- the laft Happi- 
neís this World cou'd. give, were mine, [She enclines 
towards him ; they embrace]. Exalted Goodnefs ! —— 
О. turn. your Eyes from Earth, and me, to Heaven, 
“where Virtue, like yours, is ever heard. — 
Pray for the Peace of my departing Soul, — Early 
my: Race of Wickednefs began, and foon has 
reachd the Summet: — E’er Nature has finifh'd 


та 


her Work, and ftamp "d me Man, —juft at the Time | 


that others begin to ftray,—my Courfe is finifh’d; 
tho' fhort my -Span of Life, and.few my Days; 
yet:count my Crimes for. Years, and I have liv'd 
whole Áges; -— ийсе and Mercy are in Heaven the 
fame;: ‚Its, utmoft Severity is Mercy to the whole; 
-— thereby. со cure Man's Folly and Prefumption, 
which elfe wou'd render.even infinite Mercy vain 
and. ‘ineffe@ual. — Thus Juftice, in Compaffion to 
Mankind, cuts, off a Wretch. like me,..by. one fuch 
Example to fecure Thoufands from fature Ruin. 


iof any Youth, like you ——in future Times, 
"Shall mourn my Fase, —tb0” he abhor my Go», ; 
Or: tender Maid, like jou, —my Tale {ball hear, 
Andto my ¢ Sorrows’ give à pitying Tear: "> 
^ To each fach melting Eye, and throbbing Heart; 
Would gracious Heaven this Benefit impart, ` * | 
i Never to know my Güilt,—nor feel my Pain, P. 
“Thénniuft you own, “you “ought not t0 complain 5. E 
„, Since you nor weep,—nor [ball T die in vain. 
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Tr. You came from her then :—How is the dif- 
pofed to meet her Fate? 

Blunt. Who can deferibe unalterable Woe? + 3 

Lucy. She goes to Death encompaffed with Horror; 
loathing Life, and yet afraid to. die; no Tongue 
can tell her Anguifh and Defpair. : 

Tr. Heaven x better to her flan her Fear 
may фе prove a Warning to others,’ Monument of 
Mercy in her felf. 

Lucy. O Sorrow, infepporiuble break, break 
my Heart. 

«Tr, In vain 


With bleeding Hearts, and weeping Eyes we fora А 
A human gen vous Senfe of others Whe ; | 
Unlefs we mark what drew their Ruin or, 
And by avoiding that, prevent our own. 


TIDA ties: 


EPILOGUE 


Written by Cottey Сг, БЕ | 
, and poke. by. Mrs. Стввек. . A^ 


INCE? i Faie has, robb’d me. of л haplefi Touth, ` 
1Foriwhom my Heart bad hoarded up its Truth ; 
Br "all the- JLaws:of. Love and ‘Honour; now, 
£m. pu ade t0 cbufe, and; one: of yeu. ' 


G lis 


“Ви. y ifi, — With Caution Л 1 u ені: me рез - 
Миа, in my Cafe, [Рош d look, before they, ie 
Heres "Choice enough," ‘of various, Sorts, aad, Hue, , 
The Се," ‘the Wit, the Rake cockd up in Cue,. 

The fair Jpruse Mercer, aud the tawney Few. с 


Suppose. 1 feazch the fober Gallery; No, | 
There's none Put Pi entices,—and Cuckolds alla Row; 
And thefe, 1 iud are PM, that make "om. fo. 

і ‚ {Ёошйла. to the Donee 


e 


"Tis very well, ejo tbe o Jef: But you, 
Eine powder’d Sparks; mm tiay, Pin told tis true, 
Tour happy Spoujes=-—can make Cuckolds too. 
"Тичхг you and them, the D Diff rence this perhaps, 
The Cits alban: d'soLengler bis Duck he traps ; 
But you, when Madam s tripping, let ber fall, 
Cock up your Hats, and take no Shame at all. 


What if fome favour d Poet I cow d meet 2 
Bi/bofe Love woud lay his Lawrels ‘at "my Feet. 
No, Painted Paffion real Love арро 
His Flame wou d prove the Suit of Creditors: 


Not to detain you then with longer Paufe, 
In fhort, my Heart to this Conclufion draws, _ 
J yield it to the Hand, that’s loudeft in Applaufe. 
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